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L 

It was eight o’clock in the morning — the time 
when the officers, the local officials, and the visitors 
usually took their morning dip in the sea after the 
hot, stifling night, and then went into the pavilion 
to drink tea or coffee. Ivan Andreitch Laevsky, 
a thin, lair young man of twenty-eight, wearing 
the cap of a clerk in the Ministry of Finance and 
with slippers on his feet; coming down to bathe, 
found a number of acquaintances on the beach, 
and among them his friend Samoylenko, the army 
doctor. 

With his big cropped head, short neck, his red 
face, his big nose, his shaggy black eyebrows and 
grey whiskers, his stout puffy flgurc and his hoarse 
military bass, this Samoylenko made on every 
newcomer the unpleasant impression of a gruff 
bully; but two or three days after making his 
acquaintance, one began to think his face extra- 
ordinarily good-natured, kind, and even hand- 
some. In spite of his clumsiness and rough 
manner, he was a peaceable man, of inflnite 
kindliness and goodness of heart, always ready to 
be of use. He was on familiar terms with every- 
one in the town, lent everyone money, doctored 
everyone, made matches, patched up quarrels, 
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arranged picnics at which he cooked shashlik and an 
awfully good soup of grey mullets. He was always 
looking after other people's affairs and trying to 
interest someone on their behalf, and was alwa\^ 
delighted about something. The general opinion 
about him was that he was without fanlts of 
character. He had only two weaknesses: he was 
ashamed of his own good nature, and tried to 
disguise it by a surly expression and an assumed 
gruffness; and he liked his assistants and his 
soldiers to call him “ Your Excellency,” although 
he was only a civil councillor. 

” Answer one question for me, Alexandr 
Daviditch,” Laevsky b^an, when both he and 
Samoylenko were in the water up to their 
shoulders. ” Suppose you had loved a woman 
and had been living with her for two or three 
years, and then left off caring for her, as one does, 
and began to fe('i that you had nothing in common 
with her. How would you behave in that case ?” 

” It's very simple. ' You go where you please, 
madam '—and that would be the end of it.” 

" It's easy to say that ! But if she has nowhere 
to go ? A woman with no friends or relations, 
without a farthing, who can't work ...” 

” Well ? Five hundred roubles down or an 
allowance of twenty-five roubles a month — and 
nothing more. It’s very simple.” 

” Even supposing you have five hundred roubles 
and can pay twenty-five roubles a month, the 
woman I am speaking of is an educated woman 
and proud. Could you really bring yourself to 
offer her money ? And how would you do it ?” 
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Samoylenko was going to answer, but at that 
moment a big wave covered them both, then broke 
on the beach and rolled back noisily over the 
shingle. The friends got out and began dressing. 

" Of course, it is difficult to live with a woman 
if you don't love her," said Samoylenko, shaking 
the sand out of his boots. " But one must look 
at the thing humanely, Vanya. If it were my 
case, I should never show a sign that I did not love 
her, and I should go on living with her till I died." 

He was at once ashamed of his own words; he 
pulled himself up and said: 

" But for aught I care, there might be no 
females ai all. Let them all go to the devil !" 

The friends dressed and went into the pavilion. 
There Samoylenko was quite at home, and even 
had a special cup and saucer. Every morning 
they brought him on a tray a cup of coffee, a tall 
cut glass of iced water, and a tiny glass of brandy. 
He would first drink the brandy, then the hot 
coffee, then the iced water, and this must have 
been very nice, for after drinking it his eyes looked 
moist with pleasure, he would stroke his whiskers 
with both hands, and say, looking at the sea; 

“ A wonderfully magnificent view !" 

After a long night spent in cheerless, unprofit- 
able thoughts which prevented him from sleeping, 
and seemed to intensify the darkness and sultriness 
of the night, Laevsky felt listless and shattered 
He felt no better for the bathe and the coffee. 

" Let us go on with our talk, Alexandr David- 
itch," he said. “ I won’t make a secret of it; I’ll 
speak to you openly as to a friend. Things are 
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in a bad way with Nadyezhda Fyodorovna and 
me ... a very bad way ! Forgive me for forcing 
mv private affairs upon you, but I must speak 
out/' 

Samoylenko, who had a misgiving of what he 
was going to speak about, dropped his eyes and 
drummed with his fingers on the table. 

** I've lived with her for two years and have 
ceased to love her," Laev-sky went on; “or, 
rather, I realized that I never had felt any love 
for her. . . . These two years have been a 
mistake." 

It was Laevsky s habit as he talked to gaze 
attentively at the pink palms of his hands, to bite 
his nails, or to pinch his cuffs. And he did so now. 

“ I know very well you can't help me," he said. 
“ But I tell you, because unsuccessful and super- 
fluous people like me find their salvation in talking. 
I have to generalize about everything I do. I'm 
bound to look for an explanation and justification 
of my absurd existence in somebody else's theories, 
in literary types — ^in the idea that we, upper-class 
Russians, arc degenerating, for instance, and so on. 
Last night, for example, I comforted myself by 
thinking all the time : ' Ah, how true Tolstoy is, 
how mercilessly true !' And that did me good. 
Yes, really, brother, he is a great writer, say what 
you like !" 

Samoylenko, who had never read Tolstoy and 
was intending to do so every day of his life, was 
a little embarrassed, and said: 

" Yes, all other authors write from imagination, 
but he writes straight from nature." 
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" My God !” sighed Laevsky; " how distorted 
we all are by civilization ! I fell in love with a 
married woman and she with me. ... To begin 
with, we had kisses, and calm evenings, and vows, 
and Spencer, and ideals, and interests in common. 

. . . What a deception ! We really ran away 
fiom her husband, but we lied to ourselves and 
made out that we ran away from the emptiness of 
the life of the educated class. We pictured our 
future like this: to begin with, in the Caucasus, 
while we were getting to know the people 
and the place. 1 would put on the Govern- 
ment uniform and enter the service; then at 
our leisure we would pick out a plot of ground, 
would toil in the sweat of our brow, would 
have a vineyard and a field, and so on. If you 
were in my place, or that zoologist of yours, 
Von Koren, you might live with Nadyezhda 
Fyodorovna for thirty years, perhaps, and might 
leave your heirs a rich vineyard and three thousand 
acres of maize ; but I felt like a bankrupt from the 
first day. In the town you have insufferable heat, 
boredom, and no society; if you go out into the 
country, you fancy poisonous spiders, scorpions, 
or snakes lurking under every stone and behind 
every bush, and beyond the fields — mountains and 
the desert. Alien people, an alien country, a 
wretched form of civilization — ^all that is not so 
easy, brother, as walking on the Nevsky Prospect 
in one's fur coat, arm-in-arm with Nadyezhda 
Fyodorovna, dreaming of the sunny South. What 
is needed here is a life and death struggle, and 
I'm not a fighting man. A wretched neurasthenic, 
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an idle gentleman. . . . From the first day I 
knew that my dreams of a life of labonr and of a 
vineyard were worthless. As for love, I ought to 
tell you that living with a woman who has read 
Spencer and has followed you to the ends of the 
earth is no more interesting than living with any 
Anfissa or Akulina. There's the same smell of 
ironing, of powder, and of medicines, the same 
curl-p>apers every morning, the same self-decep- 
tion.” 

" You can’t get on in the house without an 
. iron,” said Samoylcnko, blushing at Laevsky’s 
.speaking to him so openly of a lady he ksiew. 
" You are out of humour to-day, Vanya, I notice. 
Nadyezhda Fyodorovna is a splendid woman, 
highly educated, and you are a man of the highest 
intellect. Of course, you are not married,” 
Samoylenko went on, glancing round at the 
adjacent tables, “but that’s not your fault; and 
besides . . . one ought to be above conventional 
prejudices and rise to the level of modern 
ideas. I .believe in free love myself, yes. . . . 
But to my thinking, once you have settled to- 
gether, you ought to go on living together all 
your life.” 

“ Without love ?” 

' I wiU tell you directly,” said Samoylenko. 
" Eight years ago there was an old fellow, an 
agent, here — a man of very great intelligence. 

' Well, he used to say that the great thing in married 
life was patience. Do you .hear, Vanya ? Not 
loye, but patience. Love cannot last long. You 
have lived two years in love, and now evidently 
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your married life has reached the period when, in 
order to preserve equilibrium, so to speak, you 
ought to exercise all your patience. ..." 

" You believe in your old agent; to me his words 
are meaningless. Your old man could be a hypo- 
crite; he could exercise himself in the virtue of 
patience, and, as he did so, look upon a person 
he did not love as an object indispensable for his 
moral exercises; but I have not yet fallen so low. 
If I want to exercise myself in patience, I will 
buy dumb-bells or a frisky horse, but 1*11 leave 
human beings alone." 

Samoylenko asked for some white wine with ice. 
When they had drunk a glass each, Laevsky 
suddenly asked: 

" Tell me, please, what is the meaning of soften- 
ing of the brain ?'* 

" How can I explain it to you ? . . . It's a 
disease in which the brain becomes softer ... as 
it were, dissolves." 

" Is it curable ?" 

" Yes, if the disease is not neglected. Cold 
douches, blisters. . . . Something internal, too." 

" Oh ! . . . Well, you see my position; I can't 
live with her: it is more than I can do. While 
I'm with you I can be philosophical about it and 
smile, but at home I lose heart completely; I am 
so utterly miserable, that if I were told, for in- 
stance, that I should have to live another month 
with her, I should blow out my brains. At the 
same time, parting with her is out of the question. 
She has no friends or relations; she cannot work, 
and neither she nor I have any money. . . . 
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What could become of her ? To whom could she 
go ? There is nothing one can think of. . . . 
Come, tell me, what am 1 to do ?" 

H'm ! . . growled Samoylenko, not knowing 
what to answer. " Does she love you V' 

" Yes, she loves me in so far as at her age and 
with her temperament she wants a man. It 
would be as difficult for her to do without me as 
to do without her powder or her ciirl-papeis. I 
am for her an indispensable, integral part of her 
boudoir." 

Samoylenko was embarrasseil. 

You are out of humour to-day, Vanya," he 
said. " You must have had a bad night." 

"Yes, I slept badly. . . . Altogether, I feel 
horribly out of sorts, brother. My head feels 
empty; there's a sinking at my heart, a weakness. 
... I must run away." 

" Run where ?" 

" There, to the North. To the pines and the 
mushrooms, to people and ideas. ... I'd give 
half my life to bathe now in some little stream in 
the province of Moscow or Tula; to feel chilly, 
you know, and then to stroll for three hours even 
with the feeblest student, and to talk and talk 
endlessly. . . . And the- scent of the hay ! Do 
yon remember it ? And in the evening, when one 
walks in the garden, sounds of the piano float from 
the house; one hears the train passing. ..." 

Laevsky laughed with pleasure; tears came into 
his eyes, and to cover them, without getting up, 
he stretched across the next table for the matches. 

" I have not been in Russia for eighteen years," 
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said Samoyltnko. " Tve forgotten what it is like. 
To my mind, there is not a country more splendid 
than the Caucasus.” 

” Vereshtchagin has a picture in which some 
men condemned to death arc languishing at the 
bottom of a very deep well. Your magnificent 
Caucasus strikes me as just like that well. If I 
were offered the choice of a chimni‘v-swecp in 
Petersburg or a prince in the Caucasus, I should 
choose the job of chimney-sweep.” 

Laevsky grew pensive. Looking at his stooping 
figure, at his eyes fixed dreamily on one spot, at 
his pale, perspiring face and sunken temples, at his 
bitten nails, at the slipper which had dropped oft 
his lieel, displaying a badly darned sock, Samoy- 
Icnko was moved to pity, and probably because 
Laevsky reminded him of a helpless child, he 
asked : 

” Is your mother living ?” 

” Ye.s, but we are on bad terms. She could not 
forgive me for this affair.” 

Sanloylenko was fond of his friend. He looked 
upon Laevsky as a good-natured fellow, a student, 
a man with no nonsense about him. with whom 
one could drink, and laugh, and talk without 
reserve. What he understood in him he disliked 
extremely. Laevsky drank a great deal and at 
unsuitable times; he played cards, despised his 
work, lived beyond his means, frequently made use 
of unseemly expressions in conversation, walked 
about the streets in his slippers, and quarrelled 
with Nadyezhda Fyodorovna before other people 
— and Samoylenko did not like this. But the fact 
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that Laevsky had once been a student in the 
.Faculty of Arts, subscribed to two fat reviews, 
often talked so cleverly that only a few people 
understood him, was living with a well-educated 
woman — all this Samoylcnko did not understand, 
and he liked this and respected Lae%'sky, thinking 
him superior to himself. 

" There is another point," said Laevsky, shaking 
his head. " Only it is between ourselves. I’m 
concealing it from Nadyezhda Fyodorovna for the 
time. . . . Don’t let it out before her. ... I 
got a letter the day before yesterday, telling me 
that her husband has died from softening of the 
brain." 

'* The Kingdom of Heaven be his !" sighed 
Samoylenko. " Why arc you concealing it from 
her?" 

“ To show her that letter would be equivalent 
to ' Come to church to be married.’ And we 
should first have to make our relations clear. 
' When she understands that we can’t go on living 
together, I will show her the letter. Then there 
will be no danger in it.” 

" Do you know what, Vanya," said Samoylenko, 
and a sad and imploring expression came into his 
face, as though he were going to ask him about 
something very touching and were afraid of being 
refused. " Marry her, my dear boy !" 

"Why?" 

" Do your duty to that splendid woman ! Her 
husband is dead, and so Providence itself shows 
you what-to do !" 

" But do understand, you queer fellow, that it 
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is impossible. To marry without love is as base 
and unworthy of a man as to perform mass without 
believing in it.'* 

" But it*s your duty to.*’ 

" Why is it my duty ?" Laevsky asked irritably. 

" Because you took her away from her husband 
and made yourself responsible for her.*’ 

“ But now I tell you in plain Russian, I don’t 
love her !** 

* ' Well, if you’ve no love, show her proper 
respect, consider her wishes. : . .” 

** ' Show her respect, consider her wishes,* '* 
Lae\'sky mimicked him. " As though she were 
some ther Superior ! . . . You are a poor 
psychologist and physiologist if you think that 
living with a woman one can get off with nothing 
but respect and consideration. What a woman 
thinks most of is her bedroom.” 

” Vanya, Vanya !” said Samoylenko, overcome 
with confusion. 

"You are an elderly child, a theorist, while I 
am an old man in spite of my years, and practical, 
and we shall never understand one another. We 
had better drop this conversation. Mustapha !” 
Laevsky shouted to the waiter. " What's our 
bill?” 

■" No, no . . .** the' doctor cried in dismay, 
clutching Laevsky’s arm. ” It is for me to pay. 

I ordered it. Make it out to me," he cried to 
Mustapha. 

The friends got up and walked in silence along 
the sea-front. When they reached the boulevard, 
they stopped and shook hands at parting. 
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" You are awfully spoilt, my friend !” Samoy- 
Icnko sighed. " Fate has sent you a young, 
beautiful, cultured woman, and you refuse the 
gift, while if God were to give me a crooked old 
woman, how pleased I should be if only she were 
kind and affectionate ! I would live with her in 
my vineyard and . . 

Samoylenkp caught himself up and said: 

" And she might get the samovar ready for me 
there, the old hag.” 

After parting with I.aevsky he. walked along the 
boulevard. When, bulky and majestic, with a 
stern expression on his face, he walked along the 
boulevard in his snow-white tunic and superbly 
polished boots, squaring his chest, decorated with 
the Vladimir cross on a ribbon, he was very mucli 
pleased with himself, and it seemed as though the 
whole world were looking at him with pleasure. 
Without turning his head, he looked to each side 
and thought that the boulevard was extremely well 
■ laid out; that the young C5'prcss-trees, the euca- 
lyptuses, and the ugly, anaemic palm-trees were 
very handsome and would in time give abundant 
shade; that the Circfussians were an honest and 
hospitable people. 

” It's strange that Laevsky does not like the 
Caucasus,” he thought, " very strange.” 

Five soldiers, carrying rifles, met him and 
saluted him. On the right side of the boulevard 
the wife of a local official was walking along the 
pavement with her son, a schoolboy. 

” Good-morning, Marya Konstantinovna,” 
Samoylenko shouted to he r with a pleasant smile. 
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*' Have you been to bathe ? Ha, ha, ha ! . . . 
My respects to Nikodim Alexandritch !” 

And he went on, still smiling pleasantly, but 
seeing an assistant of the military hospital coming 
towards him, he suddenly frowned, stopped him, 
and asked: 

Is there anyone in the hospital ?*’ 

" No one. Your Excellency.” 

"Eh?” 

" No one, Your Excellency.” 

" Very well, run along. . . 

Swaying majestically, he made for the lemonade 
stall, where sat a full-bosomed old Jewess, who 
gave h^rcclf out to be a Georgian, and said to her 
as loudly as though he were giving the word of 
command to a regiment : 

" Be so good as to give me some soda-water !” 


II. 

Laevsky’s not loving Nadyezhda Fyodorovna 
showed itself chiefly in the fact that everything 
she said or did seemed to him a lie, or equivalent 
to a lie, and everything he read against women and 
love seemed to him to apply perfectly to himself, 
to Nadyezhda Fyoddrovna and her husband. 
When he returned home, she was sitting at the 
window, dressed and with her hair done, and with 
a pxeoccupied face was drinking coffee and turning 
over the leaves of a fat magazine; and he thought 
the drinking of coffee was not such a remarkable 
event that she need put on a preoccupied ex- 
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pression over it, and that she had been wasting 
her time doing her hair in a fashionable style, as 
there was no one here to attract and no need to 
be attractive. And in the magazine he saw nothing 
but falsity. He thought she had dressed and done 
her hair so as to look handsomer, and was reading 
in order to seem clever. 

" Will it. be all right for me to go to bathe 
to-day ?” she said. 

" Why ? There won't be an earthquake whether 
you go or not^ I suppose. . . 

" No, I only ask in case the doctor should be 
vexed." 

" Well, ask the doctor, then; I'm not a doctor." 

On this occasion what displeased Laevsky most 
in Nadyezhda Fyodorovna was her white open 
neck and the little curls at the back of her head. 
And he remembered that when Anna Karenin got 
tired of her husband, what she disliked most of 
all was his ears, and thought: " How true it is, 
how true !" 

Feeling weak and as though his head were 
perfectly empty, he went into his study, lay down 
on his sofa, and covered his face with a hand- 
kerchief that he might not be bothered by the 
flies. Despondent and oppressive thoughts always 
about the same thing trailed slowly across his 
brain like a long string of waggons on a gloomy 
autumn evening, and he sank into a state of 
drowsy oppression. It seemed to him that he had 
wronged Nadyezhda Fyodorovna and her husband, 
and that it was through his fault that her husband 
had died. It seemed to him that -he had sinned 
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against his own life, which he had ruined, against 
the world of lofty ideas, of learning, and of work, 
and he conceived that wonderful world as real and 
possible, not on this sea-front with hungry Turks 
and lazy mountaineers sauntering upon it, but 
there in the North, where there were operas, 
theatres, newspapers, and all kinds of intellectual 
activity. One could only there — not here — be 
honest, intelligent, lofty, and pure. He accused 
himself of having no ideal, no. guiding principle in 
life, though he had a dim understanding now what 
it meant. Two years before, when he fell in love 
with Nadyezhda Fyodorovna, it seemed to him 
that lie had only to go with her as his wife to the 
Caucasus, and he would be saved from vulgarity 
and emptiness; in the same way now, he was 
convinced that he had only to part from Nadyezhda 
Fyodorovna and to go to Petersburg, and he would 
get everything he wanted. 

" Run away," he muttered to himself, sitting 
up and biting his nails. " Run away !" 

He pictured in his imagination how he would 
go aboard the steamer and then would have some 
lunch, would drink some cold beer, would talk 
on deck with ladies, then would get into the tr^in 
at Sevastopol and set pf!. Hurrah for freedom ! 
One station after another would flash by, the air 
would keep growing colder and keener, then the 
; birches and the fir-trees, then Kursk, Moscow. . . . 
In the restaurants cabbage soup, mutton with 
kasha, sturgeon, beer, no more Asiaticism, but 
Russia, real Russia. The passengers in the train 
would talk about trade, new singers, the Franco- 

11 2 
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Russian entente ; on all sides there would be the 
feeling of keen, cultured, intellectual, eager life. . . . 
Hasten on, on ! At last Nevsky Prospect, and 
Great Morskaya Street, and then Kovensky Place, 
where he used to live at one time when he was a 
student, the dear grey sky, the drizzling rain, 
the drenched cabmen. . . . 

" Ivan Andrcitch !'* someone called from the 
next room. " Are you at home ?” 

I'm here,” Laevsky responded. ” What do 
you want ?” 

” Papers.” 

Laevsky got up languidly, feeling giddy, walked 
into the other room, yawning and shuffling with 
his slippers. There, at the open window that 
looked into the street, stood one of his young 
fellow-clerks, laying out some government docu- 
ments on the window-sill. 

” One minute, my dear fellow,” Laevsky said 
softly, and he went to look for the ink ; returning 
to t}ie window, he signed the papers without 
looking at them, and said: ” It's hot !” 

” Yes. Are you coining to-day ?” 

“I don’t think so. . . . I'm not quite well. 
Tell Sheshkovsky that I will come and see him 
after dinn'-T.” 

The clerk went away. Laevsky lay down on 
his sofa again and began thinking: 

"And so I must weigh all the circumstances 
and reflect on them. Before I go away from here 
I ought to pay up my debts. I owe about two 
thousand roubles. I have no money. ... Of 
course, that's not important; 1 shall pay part now, 
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somehow, and I shall send the rest, later, from 
Petersburg, The chief point is Nadyezhda Fyo- 
dorovna. . , , First of all we must define our 
relations. . . . Yes." 

A little later he was considering whether it 
would not be better to go to Samoylenko for 
advice. 

" 1 might go," he thought, " but what use 
would there be in it ? 1 shall only say something 

inappropriate about boudoirs, about W'omen, 
about what is honest or dishonest. What's the 
use of talking about what is honest or dishonest, 
if I must make haste to save my life, if I am 
suffocating in this cursed slavery and am killing 
m\’self? . . . One must realize at last that to go 
on leading the life I do is something so base and 
so cruel that everything else seems petty and 
trivial beside it. To run away," he muttered, 
sitting down, " to run away." 

The deserted seashore, the insatiable heat^ and 
the monotony of the smoky lilac mountains, ever 
the same and .silent, everlastingly solitary, over- 
whelmed him with depression, and, as it were, 
made him drowsy and sapped his energy. Ho was 
perhaps very clever, talented, remarkably honest ; 
perhaps if the sea and the mountains had not 
closed him in on all sid(&, he might have become 
an excellent Zemstvo leader, a statesman, an 
orator, a political writer, a saint. Who knows ? 
If so, w^as it not stupid to argue whether it were 
honest or dishonest when a gifted and useful man 
— an artist or musician, for instance — to escape 
from prison, breaks a wall and deceives his jailers ? 
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Anything is honest when a 'man is in such a 
position. 

At two o'clock Laevsky and Nadyezhda 
Fyodorovna sat down to dinner. When the 
cook gave them rice and tomato soup, Laevsky 
said: 

"The same thing every day. Why not have 
cabbage soup ?" 

‘ ‘ There are no cabbages." 

"It's strange. Samoylenko has cabbage soup 
and Marya Konstantinovna has cabbage soup, and 
only I am obliged to eat this mawkish mess. We 
can't go on like this, darling." 

As is common with the vast majority of husbands 
' and wives, not a single dinner had in earlier da 3 rs 
passed without scenes and fault-finding between 
Nadyezhda Fyodorovna and Laevsky; but ever 
since Laevsky had made up his mind that he did 
not love her, he had tried to give way to Nadyezhda 
Fyodorovna in everything, spoke to her gently 
'and politely, smiled, and called her " darling." 

" 'This soup tastes like liquorice," he said, 
smiling;' he made an effort to control himself and 
seem amiable, but could not refrain from saying: 
" Nobody looks after the housekeeping. ... If 
you are too ill or busy with reading, let me look 
after the cooking." 

In earlier days she would have said to him, "Do 
by all means," or, " I see you want to turn me 
into a cook"; but now she only looked at him 
timidly and flushed crimson. 

"Well,' how do you feel to-day?" he asked' 
kindly. 
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I am all right to-day. There is nothing but 
a little weakness."' 

" You must take care of yourself, darling. 1 
am awfully anxious about you." 

Nadyezhda Fyodorovna was ill in some way. 
Samoylenko said she had intermittent fever, and 
gave her quinine; the other doctor, Ustimovitch, 
a tall, lean, unsociable man, who used to sit at 
home in the daytime, and in the evenings walk 
slowly up and down on the sea-front coughing, 
with his hands folded behind him and a cane 
stretched along his back, was of opinion that she 
had a female complaint, and prescribed warm 
compresses. In old days, when Laevsky loved 
her, Nadyezhda Fyodorovna’s illness had excited 
his pity and terror; now he saw falsity even in her 
illness. Her yellow, sleepy face, her lustreless 
eyes, her apathetic expression, and the yawning 
that always followed her attacks of fever, and the 
fact that during them she lay under a shawl and 
looked more like a boy than a woman, and that 
it was close and stuffy in her room — all this, in 
his opinion, destroyed the illusion and was an 
argument against love and marriage. 

The next dish given him was spinach with 
hard-boiled eggs, while Nadyezhda Fyodorovna, 
as an invalid, had jelly and milk. When with a 
preoccupied face she touched the jelly with a spoon 
and then began languidly eating it, sipping milk, 
and he heard her swallowing, he was possessed by 
such an overwhelming aversion that it made his 
head tingle. He recognized that such a feeling 
would be an insult even to a dog, but he was.. 
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angry, not with himself but with Nadyezhda 
Fyodorovna, for arousing such a feeling, and he 
understood why lovers sometimes murder their 
mistresses. He would not murder her, of course, 
but if he had been on a jury now, he would have 
acquitted the murderer. 

“ Merci, darling.” he said after dinner, and 
kissed Nadyezhda Fyodorovna on the forehead. 

Going back into his study, he spent live minutes 
in walking to and fro, looking at his boots; then 
he sat down on his sofa and muttered : 

” Run away, run away ! We must define the 
position and run away !” 

He lay down on the sofa and recalled again 
that Nadyezhda Fyodorovna's husband had died, 
perhaps, by his fault. 

” To blame a man for loving a woman, or ceasing 
to love a woman, is stupid,” he persuaded himself, 
lying down and raising his legs in order to put on 
his high boots. ” Love and hatred are not under 
our control. As for her husband, maybe I was in 
an indirect way one of the causes of his death; 
but again, is it my fault that I fell in love with 
his wife and she with me ?” 

Then he got up, and finding his cap. set off to 
the lodgings of his colleague, Sheshkovsky, where 
the Government clerks met every day to play vini 
and drink beer. 

' ' My indecision reminds me of Hamlet,” thought 
Laevsky on the way. ” How truly Shakespeare 
describe it ! Ah, how truly !” 
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III. 

For the ssike of sociability and from sympathy 
for the hard plight of newcomers without familieSi 
wlio, as there was not an hotel in the town, had 
nowhere to dine. Dr. Samoylenko kept a sort of 
table d'hote. At this time there were only two 
men who habitually dined with him: a young 
zoologist called Von Koren, who had come for the 
summer to the Black Sea to study the embryology 
of the medusa, and a deacon called Pobyedov, 
who had only just left the seminary and been 
sent to the town to take the duty of the old deacon 
who had gone away for a cure. Each of them 
paid twelve roubles a month for their dinner and 
supper, and Samoylenko made them promise to 
turn up at two o’clock punctually. 

Von Koren was usually the first to appear. He 
sat down in the drawii^-room in silence, and 
taking an album from the table, began attentively 
scrutinizing the faded photographs of unknown 
men in full trousers and top-hats, and ladies in 
crinolines and raps. Samoylenko only remem- 
bered a few of them by name, and of those whom 
he had forgotten he said with a sigh: " A very 
fine fellow, remarkably intelligent !" When he 
had finished with the album, Von Koren took a 
pistol from the whatnot, and screwing up his left 
eye, took deliberate aim at the portrait of Prince 
Vorontsov, or stood still at the looking-glass and 
gazed a long time at his swarthy face, his big 
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forehead, and his black hair, which curled like a 
negro's, and his shirt of dull-coloured cotton with 
big flowers on it like a Persian rug, and the broad 
leather belt he wore instead of a waistcoat. The 
contemplation of his own image seemed to afford 
him almost more satisfaction than looking at 
photographs or playing with the pistols. He was 
very well satisfi.ed with his face, and his becomingly 
clipped beard, and the broad shoulders, which 
were unmistakable evidence of his excellent health 
and physical strength. He was satisfied, too, with 
bis stylish get-up, from the cravat, which matched 
the colour of his shirt, down to his brown boots. 

While he was looking at the album and standing 
before the glass, at that moment, in the kitchen 
and in the passage near, Samoylcnko, without his 
coat and waistcoat, with his neck bare, excited 
and bathed in jierspiration, was bustling about 
the tables, mixing the salad, or making some sauce, 
or preparing meat, cucumbers, and onion for the 
cold soup, while he glared fiercely at the orderly 
who was helping him, and brandished first a knife 
and then a spoon at him. 

" Give me the vinegar !" he said. " That's not 
the vinegar — it's the salad oil !” he shouted, 
stamping. " Where are you off to, you brute ?” 

" To get the butter. Your Excellency," answered 
the flustered orderly in a cracked voice. 

" Make haste; it's in the cupboard ! And tell 
Daria to put some fennel in the jar with the 
cucumbers ! Fennel ! Cover the cream up, gaping 
Jaggard, or .the flies will get into it !" 

And the whole house seemed resounding with 
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his shouts. When it was ten or fifteen minutes to 
two the deacon would come in; he was a lanky 
young man of twenty-two, with long hair, with 
no l^ard and a hardly perceptible moustache. 
Going into the drawing-room, he crossed himself 
before the ikon, smiled, and held out his hand to 
Von Koren. 

‘ ‘ Good-morning," the zoologist said coldly. 
" Where have you been ?" 

" I've been catching sea-gudgeon in the har- 
bour." 

" Oh, of course. . . . Evidently, deacon, you 
will never be bussy with work." 

" Why not ? Work is not like a bear ; it doesn’t 
run off into the woods," said the deacon, smiling 
and thrusting his hands into the very deep pockets 
of his white cassock. 

" There's no one to whip you !” sighed the 
zoologist. 

Another fifteen or twenty minutes passed and 
they were not called to dinner, and they could 
still hear the orderly running into the kitchen and 
back again, noisily treading with his boots, and 
Samoylenko shouting: 

" Put it on the table ! Where are your wits ? 
Wash it firet.” 

The famished deacon and Von Koren began 
tapping on the floor with their heels, expressing 
in this way their impatience like the audience at 
a theatre. At last the door opened and the 
harassed orderly announced that dinner was 
ready ! In the dining-room they were met by 
Samoylenkp, crimson in the face, wrathful, per- 
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spiring from the heat of the kitchen; he looked at 
them furiously, and with an expression of horror, 
took the lid eif the soup tureen and helped each of 
them to a plateful; and only when ho was con- 
vinced that they were eating it with relish and 
liked it, he gave a sigh of relief and settled himself 
in his deep arm-chair. His face looked blissful 
and his eyes grew moist. ... He deliberately 
poured himself out a glass of \ odka and said : 

" To the health of the youiigcT goiuTation." 

After his conversation with Laevsky, from early 
morning till dinner Samoylenko had been conscious 
of a load at his heart, although he was in the best 
of humours ; he felt sorry for Laevsky and wanted 
to help him. After drinking a glass of votlka 
before the soup, he heaved a sigh and said: 

I saw Vanya Laevsky to-day. He is having 
a hard time of it, poor fellow ! The material side 
of life is not encouraging for him, and the worst 
of it is all this psychology is too much for him. 
I’m sorry for the lad." 

"Well, that is a person I am not sorry for," 
said Von Keren. "If that charming individual 
were drowning, I would push him under with 
a stick and say, ‘ Drown, brother, drown 
away.' ..." 

" That's untrue. You wouldn’t do it." 

" Why do you think that ?" The zoologist 
shrugged his shoulders. " I’m just as capable of 
a good action as you are." 

" Is drowning a man a good action ?" asked the 
deacon, and he laughed. 

"Laevsky? Yes." 
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" I think there is sometliing amiss with the 
soup ..." said Samoylenko. anxious to change 
the conversation. 

" Laevsky is absolutely pernicious and is as 
dangerous to society as the cliolera microbe/' Von 
Korea went on. " To drown him would be a 
service." 

" It does not do you credit to talk like that 
about your neighbour. Tell us: what do you 
hate him for ?" 

" Don't talk nonsense, doctor. To hate and 
despise a microbe is stuj^id, but to look uix)n 
everybody one meets without distinction as one's 
neighbour, whatever hapiKms — thanks very much, 
that is equivalent to giving up criticism, renouncing 
a straiglitforward attitude to people, washing one's 
hands of responsibility, in fact ! I consider your 
Lao\sky a blackguard; I do not conceal it, and I 
am perfectly conscientious in treating him as such. 
Well, you look upon him as your neighbour — and 
you may kiss him if you like: you look upon him 
as yoiir neighbour, and tliat means that your 
attitude to him is the same as to me and to the 
deacon; that is no attitude at all. You are equally 
indifferent to all." 

" To call a man . a blackguard !" muttered 
Samoylenko, frowning w'ith distaste — " that is so 
wrong that I can't find words for it !" 

" People are judged by their actions," Von 
Koren continued. " Now you decide, deacon. 
... I am going to talk to you, deacon. Mr. 
Laevsky's career lies open before you, like a long 
Chinese puzzle, and you can read it from beginning 



28 THE TALES OF TCHEHOV 

to end. What has he been doing these two years 
that he has been living here ? We will reckon 
his doings on our fingers. First, he has taught 
the inhabitants of the town to play vint : two 
years ago that game was unknown here ; now they 
all play it from morning till late at night, even 
the women and the boys. Secondly, he has 
taught the residents to drink beer, which was not 
known here either; the inhabitants are indebted 
to him for the knowledge of various sorts of spirits, 
so that now they can distinguish Kospelov's 
vodka from Smirnov's No. 21, blindfold. Thirdly, 
in former days, people here made love to other 
men’s wives in secret, from the same motives as 
thievis steal in secret and not openly; adultery 
was considered something they wore ashamed to 
make a public display oi. Laevsky has come as 
a pioneer in that line; he lives with another man’s 
wife openly. . . . Fourtlily . . 

Von Koren hurriedly ate up his soup and gave 
' his plate to the ordcrly. 

*' I understood Laevsky from the first month 
of our acquaintance," lie went on, addressing the 
deacon. " We arrived here at the same time. 
Men like liim are very fond of friendship, intimacy, 
solidarity, r.nd all the rest of it, because they 
always want company for vint, drinking, and 
eating; besides, they are talkative and must have 
listeners. We made friends — that is, he turned 
up every day, hindered me working, and indulged 
in confidences in regard to his mistress. From the 
first he struck me by his exceptional falsity, 
which simply made me sick. As a friend I pitched 
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into him, asking him why he drank too much, 
why he lived beyond his means and got into debt, 
why he did nothing and read nothing, why he had 
so little culture and so little knowledge; and in 
answer to all my questions he used to smile bitterly, 
sigh, and say: ‘1 am a failure, a superfluous 
man or; ' What do you expect, my dear fellow, 
from us, the ddbris of the serf-owning class ?' or: 
' We are degenerate. . . Or he would begin a 
long rigmarole about Onyegin, Petchorin, Byron's 
Cain, and Bazarov, of whom he would say : * They 
are our fathers in fle^h and in spirit.' So we are 
to understand that it was not his fault that Gov- 
ernmci^t envelopes lay unopened in his office for 
weeks together, and that he drank and taught 
others to drink, but Onyegin, Petchorin, and 
Turgenev, who had invented the failure and the 
superfluous man, were responsible for it. The 
cause of his extreme dissoluteness and unseemliness 
lies, do you see, not in himself, but somewhere 
outside in space. And so — an ingenious idea ! — 
it is not only he who is dissolute, false, and dis- 
gusting, but wc ... * we men of the eighties/ 
* we the spiritless, nervous offspring of the serf- 
owning class ' ; ' civilization has crippled us ' . . . 
in fact, we are to understand that such a great 
man as Laevsky is great even in his fall: that his 
dissoluteness, his lack of culture and of moral 
purity, is a phenomenon of natural history, sancti- 
fied by inevitability; that the causes of it are 
world-wide, elemental; and that we ought to hang 
up a lamp before Laevsky, since he is the fated 
victim of the age, of influences, of heredity, and 
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so on. All the officials and their ladies were in 
ecstasies when they listened to hinii and I could 
not make out for a long time what sort of man 1 
had to deal with, a cynic or a clever rogue. Such 
types as he, on the surface intellectual with a 
smattering of education and a great deal of talk 
about their own nobility, are very clever in posing 
as exceptionally complex natures." 

'* Hold your tongue !” Samoylcnko flared up. 
" I will not allow a splendid fellow to be spoken 
ill of in my presence; 

"Don’t interrupt, Alexandr Davidilch." said 
Von Kc)ren coldly; " I am just finishing. Laevsky 
is b}' no means a complex organism. Here is 
his moral skeleton; in the morning, slippers, a 
batlic, and coffee; then till dinner-time, slippci's, 
a constitutional, and conversation; at two o'clock 
slippers, dinner, and wine; at five o’clock a bathe, 
tea and wine, then vini and lying; at ten o'clock 
supper and wine; and after midnight sleep and 
'la fcfnmc. His existence is confined within this 
narrow programme like an egg within its shell. 
Whether he walks or sits, is angry, writes, rejoices, 
it may all be reduced to wine, cards, slippers, 
and women. Woman plays a fatal, overwhelming 
part in his life. He tells us himself that at thir- 
teen he w'as in love; that when he was a student 
in his first year he was living with a lady who had 
a good influence over him, and to whom he was 
indebted for his musical education. In his second 
year he bought a prostitute from a brothel and 
raised her to his level — that is, took her as his 
kept mistress, and she lived with him for six months 
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and then ran away back to the brothel-keeper, 
and her flight caused him much spiritual suffering. 
Alas ! his sufferings were so great that he had to 
leave the university and spend two years at home 
doing nothing. But this was all for the best. 
At home he made friends with a widow who ad- 
vised him to leave the Faculty of Jurisprudence 
and go into the Faculty of Arts. And so he did. 
When he had taken his degree, lie fell passionately 
in love with his present . . . what's her name ? 

. . . married lady, and was obliged to flee with 
her here to the Caucasus for the sake of his ideals, 
he would have ii.s believe, seeing that ... to- 
morrow*. if not to-day, he will be tired of her and 
flee back again to Petersburg, and that, too, will 
be for the sake of his ideals.” 

How do you know ?” growled Samoylcnko. 
looking angrily at the zoologist. "You had 
better oat your dinner.” 

The next course consisted of boiled mullet with 
Polish sauce. Samoylcnko helped each of his 
companions to a whole mullet and poured out 
the sauce with his own hand. Two minutes passed 
in silence. 

■'Woman plays an essential part in the life 
of every man,” said the deacon. " You can't 
help that.” 

" Yes, but to what degree ? For each of us 
woman means mother, sister, wife, friend. To 
Laevsky she is everything, and at the same time 
nothing but a mistress. She — that is, cohabitation 
with her — is the happiness and object of his life; 
he is gay, sad, bored, disenchanted — on account 



32 THE TALES OF TCHEHOV . 

of woman; his life grows disagreeable — ^woman 
is to blame; the dawn of a new life begins to glow, 
ideals turn uprr-and again look for the woman. 
... He only derives enjoyment from books and 
pictures in which there is woman. Our age is, 
to his thinking, poor and inferior to the forties 
and the sixties only because we do not know how 
to abandon ourselves obliviously to the passion 
and ecstasy of love. These voluptuaries must 
have in their brains a sp(K:ial growth of the nature 
of sarcoma, which stifles the brain and directs 
their whole psychology. Watch Laevsky when 
he is sitting anywhere in company. You notice: 
when one raises any general question in his pres- 
ence, for instance, a^ut the cell or instinct, he 
sits apart, and neither speaks nor listens; he looks 
languid and disillusioned; nothing has any interest 
for him, everything is vulgar and trivial. But 
as soon as you speak of male and female — for 
instance, of the fact that the female spider, after 
fertilization, devours the male — his eyes glow 
with curiosity, his face brightens, and the man 
revives, in fact. All his thoughts, however noble, 
lofty, or neutral they may be, they all have one 
point of resemblance. You walk along the street 
with him and meet a donkey, for instance. . . . 
'Tell me, please,’ he asks, 'what would happen 
if you mated a donkey with a camel ? ’ And his 
dreams ! Has he told you of his dreams ? It is 
magnificent ! First, he dreams that he is married 
to the moon, then that he is summoned before 
the police and ordered to live with a guitar ...” 

The deacon burst into resounding laughter; 
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Samoylenko frowned and wrinkled up his face 
angrily so as not to laugh, but could not restrain 
himself, and laughed. 

" And it’s all nonsense !” he said, wiping his 
tears. Yes, by Jove, it’s nonsense !” 


IV. 

Tlie deacon was very easily amused, and laughed 
at eveTy trifle till he got a stitch in his side, till he 
vras helpless. It seemed as though he only liked to 
be in people's company because there was a ridicu- 
lous side to them, and because they might be given 
ridiculous nicknames. He had nicknamed Samoy- 
lenko “ the tarantula,” his orderly “ the drake,” 
and was in ecstasies when on one occasion Von 
Koren spoke of Laevsky and Nadyezhda Fyo- 
dorovna as Japanese monkeys.” He watched 
people’s faces greedily, listened without blinking, 
and it could be seen that his eyes filled with laughter 
and his face was tense with expectation of the 
moment when he could let himself go and burst 
into laughter. 

" He is a corrupt and depraved type,” the 
zoologist continued, while the deacon kept his 
eyes riveted on his face, expecting he would say 
something funny. ” It is not often one can meet 
with such a nonentity. In body he is inert, feeble, 
prematurely old, while in intcUect he differs in 
no respect from a fat shopkeeper’s wife who does 
nothing but eat, drink, and sleep on a feather-bed, 
and who keeps her coachman as a lover.” 

II 


3 
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The deacon began guffawing again. 

Don’t laugh, deacon,” said Von Koren. It 
grows stupid, at last. I should not have paid 
attention to his insignificance,” he went on, after 
waiting till the deacon had left off laughing; ” I 
should have passed him by if he were not so noxious 
and dangerous. Ilis noxiousness lies first of all 
in ihe fact that he has great success with women, 
and so threatens to leave descendants — that is, 
to present the world with a dozen Laevskys as feeble 
and as depraved as himself. Secondly, he is in 
the highest degree contaminating. I have spoken 
to you already of vint and beer. In anothei year 
or two he will dominate the whole Caucasian 
coast. You know how the mass, especially its 
middle stratum, believe in intellectuality, in a 
university education, in gentlemanly manners, 
and in literary language. Whatever filthy tiling 
he did, they would all believe that it was as it 
should be, since he is an intellectual man, of 
liberal ideas and university education. What 
is more, he is a failure, a superfluous man, a 
neurasthenic, a victim of the age, and that melons 
lie can do anything. He is a cliarming fellow, 
a regular good sort, he is so genuinely indulgent 
to human weaknesses; he is compliant, ' acroin- 
modatiiig, easy, and not proud; one can drink with 
him and gossip and talk evil of people. . . . The 
masses, always inclined to anthropomorphism in 
religion and morals, like best of all the little gods 
who have the same w'ca^nesscs as themselves. 
Only think w'hat a wide field he has for contamina- 
tion ! Besides, he is not a bad actor and is a clever 
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hypocrite, and knows very well how to twist 
things round. Only take his little shifts and 
dodges, his attitude to civilization, for instance. 
He has scarcely sniffed at civilization, yet : ' Ah, 
how we have been crippled by civilization ! Ah, 
how I envy those savages, those children of nature^ 
who know nothing of civilization !' We are to 
understand, you see. that at one time, in ancient 
days, he has been devoted to civilization with his 
whole soul, has served it, has sounded it to its 
drpths, but it has exhausted him, disillusioned 
him, ileceived him ; he is a Faust, do you see ? — a 
second Tolstoy. ... As for Schopenhauer and 
Spencer, he treats them like small boys and slaps 
them on the shoulder in a fatherly way: ‘ Well, 
what do you say. old Spencer ?’ He has not read 
Spencer, of course, but how charming he is w'hen 
with light, careless irony he says of his lady 
friend: 'She has read Spencer!’ And they all 
listen to him, and no one cares to understand that 
this charlatan has not the right to kiss the sole 
of Spencer's foot, let alone speaking about him in 
that tone ! Sapping the foundations of civilization, 
of authority, of other people’s altars, spattering 
them with filth, winking jocosely at them only 
to justify and conceal .one’s own rottenness and 
moral poverty is only possible for a very vain, 
base, and nasty creature.” 

" I don’t know what it is you expect of him, 
Kolya,” said Sainoylenko, looking at the zoologist, 
not with anger now, but with a guilty air. " He 
is a man the same as everyone else. Of course, 
he has his weaknesses, but he is abreast of modern 
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ideas, is in the service, is of use to his country. 
Ten years ago there was an old fellow serving as 
agent here, a man of the greatest intelligence . . . 
and he used to say . . 

" Nonsense, nonsense!” the zoologist interrupted. 
” You say he is in the service; but how does he 
serve ? Do you mean to tell me that things have 
been done better because he is here, and the 
officials are more punctual, honest, and civil ? 
On the contrary, he has only sanctioned their 
slackness by his prestige as an intellectual univer- 
sity man. Me is only punctual on the 20th of the 
month, when he gets his salary; on the other days 
he lounges about at home in slippers and tries 
to look as if he were doing the Government a 
great service by living in the Caucasus. No, 
Alexandr Daviditch. don't stick up for him. You 
are insincere from beginning to end. If you really 
loved him and considered him your neighbour, you 
would above all not be indifferent to his weaknesses, 
you would not be indulgent to them, but for his own 
sake would trv to make him innocuous.'' 

” That is ?” 

” Innocur)us. Since he is incorrigible, he can only 
be made innocuous in one way. . . Von Keren 
passed his finger round his throat. ” Or he might 
be drowmed . . he added. ” In the interests 
of humanity and in their own interests, such people 
ought to be destroyed. They certainly ought. ’ ’ 

" What are you saying ?” muttered Samoylenko, 
getting, up and looking .with amazement at the 
zoologist's calm, cold face. Deacon, what is he 
saying ? Why — are you in your senses ?” 
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" I don’t insist on the death penalty/’ said 
Von Korcn. " If it is proved that it is pernicious 
devise, something else. If we can’t destroy 
Laevsky, why then, isolate him, make him harmless, 
send him to hard labour.” 

" What are you saying !” said Samoylcnko in 
horror. '* With pepper, with pepper,” he cried in 
a voice of despair, seeing that the deacon was 
eating stuffed aubergines without pepper. " You 
with your great intellect, what are you saying 1 
Send our friend, a proud intellectual man, to 
penal servitude !” 

“ Well, if he is proud and tries to resist, put him 
in fett^jn i” 

Samoylenko could not utter a word, and only 
twiddled his fingers; the deacon looked at 
his flabbergasted and really absurd face, and 
laughed. 

'' Let us leave off talking of that,” said the 
zoologist, " Only remember one thing, Alexandr 
Daviditch: primitive man was preserved from 
sucli as Laevsky by the struggle for existence and 
by natural selection; now our civilization has 
considerably weakened the struggle and the 
selection, and we ought to look after the destruc- 
tion of the rotten and worthless for ourselves; 
otherwise, when the Laevskys multiply, civilization 
will perish and mankind will degenerate utterly. 
It will be our fault.” 

” If it depends on drowning and hanging,” said 
Samoylenko, ” damnation take your civilization, 
damnation take your humanity ! Damnation take 
it ! I tell you what : you are a very learned and 
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intelligent man and the pride of your country, 
but the Germans have ruined you. Yes, the 
Germaas ! The Germans !” 

Since Samoylenko had left Dorpat, where he 
had studied medicine. hi‘ had rarely seen a Cicrman 
and had not read a single German book, but, in 

t his opinion, every harmful idea in politics or science 
was due to the Germans. Where he had got this 
notion he could not have said himself, but he held 
it firmly. 

" Yes, the Germans !** he repeated once more. 
" Come and have some tea.” 

All three stood up, and putting on their hats, 
went out into the little garden, and sat tlu^rc 
under the shade of the light green mai^les, tlie 
pear-trees, and a chestnut-tree. The zoologist 
and the deacon sat on a bench by the table, while 
Samoylenko sank into a deep wicker chair with 
a sloping back. The orderly handed them tea. 
jam, and a bottle of syiup. 

It was very hot, thirty degrees Rdaumur in the 
shade. The sultry air was stagnant and motion- 
less, and a long spider-web, stretching from the 
chestnut- tree to the ground, hung limply and did 
not stir. 

The deacon took up the guitar, which was 
constantly lying on the ground near the table, 
tuned it, and began singing softly in a thin voice : 
" ' C ithered round the tavern were the seminary lads, ' " 

but instantly subsided, overcome by the heat, 
mopped ,his brow and glanced upwards at the 
blazing, blue sky. Samoylenko grew drowsy: the 
sultry heat, the stillne^ and the delicious after- 
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dinner languor, which quickly pervaded all his 
limbs, made him feel heavy and sleepy; his arms 
dropped at his sides, his eyes grew small, his head 
sank on his breast. He looked with almost tearful 
tenderness at Von Korea and the deacon, and 
muttt red: 

“ 'Fhe younger generation. ... A scientific 
star and a luminary of the Chur-'h. ... I 
shouldn’t wonder if the long-skirted alleluia will 
be shooting up into a bishop; I dare say 1 may 
come to kissing hi.s hand. . . . Well . . . please 
God. . . .” 

Soon a snore was heard. Von Koren and the 
deacon finished their tea and went out into the 
street. 

Are you going to the harbour again to catch 
sea-gudgeon ?” asked the zoologist. 

“ No, it’s too hot.” 

” Come and see me. You can pack up a parcel 
and rj)py some tiling for me. By the way, we 
must have a talk about what you are to do. You 
must work, deacon. You can’t go on like this.” 

” Your words arc just and logical,” said the 
deacon. ” But my laziness finds an excuse in 
the circumstances of my present life. You know 
yourself that an uncertain position has a great 
tendency to make people apathetic. God only 
knows whether I have been sent here for a* time 
or permanently. I am living here in uncertainty, 
while my wife is vegetating at her father’s and 
is missing me. And I must confess my brain is 
melting with the heat.” 

" That’s all nonsense,” said the zoologist. ” You 
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can get used to the heat, and you can get used to 
being without the deaconess. You mustn't be 
slack; you must pull yourself together.” 


V. 

Nadyezhda- Fyodorovna went to bathe in the 
morning, and her cook. Olga, followed her with 
a jug. a copper basin, towels, and a sponge. In 
the bay stood two unknown steamers with dirty 
white funnels, obviously foreign cargo vessels. 
Some men dressed in white and wearing white 
shoes were w'alking along the harbour, shouting 
loudly in French, and were answered from the 
steamers. The bells were ringing briskly in the 
little church of the town. 

“To-day is Sunday!” Nadyezhda Fyodorovna 
remembered with pleasure. 

She felt perfectly well, and was in a gay holiday 
humour. In a new loose-iitting dress of coarse 
thick tussore silk, and a big wide-brimmed straw 
hat which w'as bent down over her ears, so that 
her face looked out as though from a basket, she 
fancied she looked very charming. She thought 
that in the whole town there was only one young, 
pretty, intellectual woman, and that w'as herself, 
and Ithat she was the only one who knew how to 
dress herself cheaply, elegantly, and with taste. 
That dress, for example, cost only twenty- two 
roubles, and yet how channing it was I In the 
whole town she was the only one who could be 
attractive, while there were numbers of men, so 
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they must all, whether they would or not, be 
envious of Laevsky. 

She was glad that of late Laevsky had been 
cold to her, reserved and polite, and at times 
even harsh and rude; in the past she had met all 
his outbursts, all his contemptuous, cold or strange 
incomprehensible glances, with tears, reproaches, 
and threats to leave him or to starve herself to 
death ; now she only blushed, looked guiltil}^ at him, 
and was glad he was not affectionate to her. If he 
had abused her. or threatened her, it would have 
been better and pleasanter, since she felt hopelessly 
guilty towards him. She felt she was to blame, in 
the first place, for not sympathizing with the dreams 
of a life of hard work, for the sake of which he 
had given up Petersburg and had come here to the 
Caucasus, and she was convinced that he had 
been angry with her of late for precisely that. 
When she was travelling to the Caucasus, it seemed 
that she would find here on the first day a cosy 
nook by the sea, a snug little garden with shade, 
with birds, with little brooks, where she could grow 
flowers and vegetables, rear ducks and hens, 
entertain her neighbours, doctor poor peasants 
and distribute little books amongst them. It 
bad turned out that the Caucasus was nothing but 
bare mountains, forests, and huge valleys, where 
it took a long time and a great deal of effort to 
find anything and settle down; that there were no 
neighbours of any sort; that it was very hot and 
one might be robbed. Laevsky had been in no 
hurry to obtain a piece of land; she was glad of it, 
and they seemed to be in a tacit compact never 
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to allude to a life of hard work. He was silent 
about it, she thought, because he was angry with 
her for being silent about it. 

In the second place, she had without his know- 
ledge during those two years bought various 
trifles to the value of three hundred roubles at 
Alchniianov’s shop. She had bought the things by 
degrees, at oile time materials, at another time silk 
or a parasol, and the debt had grown imperceptibly. 

" I will tell him about it to-day . . she used 
to decide, but at once reflected that in Laevsky’s 
presi'iit mood it would hardly be convenient to 
talk to him of debts. 

Thirdly, she had on two occasions in Laevsky's 
absence received a visit from Kirilin, the i>olice 
captain: once in the morning wlun Laevsky had 
gone to bathe, and another time at midnight 
when he was playing cards. RenicmbtTiug this, 
Nadyezhda Fyodorovna flushtd crimson, and 
looked round at the cook as though she might 
overhear her thoughts. The long, insufferably hot, 
wc'arisome days, beautiful langu«>rous evenings and 
stifling nights, and the whole maimer of living, 
wlien from morning to night one is at a loss to fill 
up the useless hours, and the persistent thought 
that she was the prettiest young woman in the 
town, and that her youtli was passing and being 
wasted, and Laevsky himself, though honest 
and idealistic, always the same, always lounging 
about in his slippers, biting his nails, and wearying 
her with his caprices, led by degrees to her becom- 
ing possessed by desire, and as though she were 
mad, she thought of nothing else day and night. 
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Breathing, looking, walking, she felt nothing but 
desire. The sound of the sea told her she must 
love; the darkness of evening — the same; the 
mountains — the same. . . . And when Kirilin 
began paying her attentions, she had neither the 
power nor the wish to resist, and surrendered 
to him. . . . 

Now the foreign steamers and the me:’, in wliile 
reminded her fur some reason of a huge* hall; to- 
gether with the shouts of French she heard the 
strains of a waltz, and her bosom heaved with 
unaccountable delight. She longed to dance and 
talk French. 

She rellected joyfully that there was nothing 
terrible about her infidelity. Her soul had no 
part in lier infidelity; she still loved Laevsky, 
and that was proved by the fact that slie was 
jealous of him, W'as sorry for him, and missed him 
when he was away. Kirilin had turned out to be 
very mediocre, rather coarse though handsome; 
eviTVthing was broken off with him already and 
there would never bo anything more. What had 
haj:)pened was over; it liad nothing io do with 
anyone, and if Laevsky found it out he would not 
bjlieve in it. 

Tlierc was only one . bathing-house for ladies 
on the sea-front; men bathed under the open 
sky. Going into the bathing-house, Nadyezhda 
Fyodorovna found there an elderly lady, Marya 
Konstantinovna Bityugov, and her daughter Katya, 
a schoolgirl of fifteen; both of them were sitting 
on a bench undressing. Marya Konstantinovna 
was a good-natured, enthusiastic, and genteel 
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person, who talked in a drawling and pathetic 
voice. She had been a governess until she was 
thirty-two, and then had married Bityugov, a 
Government official — a bald little man with his 
hair combed on to his temples and with a very 
meek disposition. She was still in love with him, 
was jealous, blushed at the word " love,’' and told 
everyone she was very happy. 

" Aly dear.” she cried enthusiastically, on seeing 
Nadyezhda Fyodorovna, assuming an expression 
which all her acquaintances called " almond-oily.” 
” My dear, how delightful that you have come ! 
We’ll bathe together — that’s enchanting !” 

Olga quickly flung off her dress and chemise, and 
began undressing her mistress. 

“ It’s not quite so hot to-day as yesterday ?” said 
Nadyezhda Fyodorovna, shrinking at the coarse 
touch of the naked cook. “ Yesterday 1 almost 
died of the heat.” 

" Oh yes, my dear: i could hardly breathe my- 
self. Would you believe it ? I bathed yesterday 
three times ! Just imagine, my dear, three times ! 
Nikodim Ale.xandritch was quite uneasy.” 

“ Is it possible to be so ugly ?” thought Nadyezhda 
Fyodorovna, looking at Olga and the official’s wife; 
she glanced at Katya and thought: "The little 
girl’s not badly made.” 

” Your Nikodim Alcxandritch is very charm- 
ing I ” she said. " I’m simply in love with 
him.” 

" Ha, ha, ha I” cried Alarya Konstantinovna, 
with a forced laugh; " that’s quite enchanting.” 

Free from her clothes, Nadyezhda Fyodorovna 
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felt a desire to fly. And it seemed to her that 
if she were to wave her hands she would fly up- 
wards. When she was undressed, she noticed 
that Olga looked scornfully at her white body. 
Olga, a young soldier's wife, was living with her 
lawful husband, and so considered herself superior 
to her mistress. Marya Konstantinovna and 
Katya were afraid of her, and did not respect her. 
This was disagreeable, and to raise herself in 
their opinion, Nadyezhda Fyodorovna said: 

" At home, in Petersburg, summer villa life is 
at its height now. My husband and I have so many 
friends ! VV’e ought to go and see them.” 

I believe your husband is an engineer said 
Marya Konstantinovna timidly. 

" I am speaking of Laevsky. He has a great 
many acquaintances. But unfortunately his 
mother is a proud aristocrat, not very intelli- 
gent. . . 

Nadyezhda Fyodorovna threw herself into the 
water without flnisliing; Marya Konstantinovna 
and Katya made their way in after her. 

“ There arc so many conventional ideas in the 
world.” Nadyezhda Fyodorovna went on, " and 
life is not so easy as it seems.” 

Marya Konstantinovna, who had been a gover- 
ness in aristocratic families and who was an 
authority on social matters, said: 

** Oh yes ! Would you believe me, my dear, at the 
Garatynskys’ I was expected to dress for lunch 
as well as for dinner, so that, like an actress, I 
received a special allowance for my wardrobe in 
addition to my salary.” 
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She stood between Nadyezhda Fyodorovna and 
Katya as though to screen lier daughter from the 
water that washed the former. 

Through the open doors looking out to the sea 
they could see someone swimming a hundred paces 
from their bathing-place. 

" Mother, it’s our Kostya.” said Katya. 

“ Ach, ach !” Marya Konstantinovna cackled 
in hci dismay. * Ach, Kostya !” slic shouted, 
“ Come back ! Kostya, come back 1” 

Kostya, a boy of fourtetMi, to show *iff his 
prowess before his mother and sister, dived and 
swam farther, but began to be exhausted and 
hurried back, and fnjm his strained and serious 
face it could bo seen that lie could not tiiist his 
own strength. 

The trouble one has with these boys, my 
dear!” said Maiya Konsiantinovna, growing 
calmer. ” Be lore you can turn round, ho will 
break his neck. Ah, my dear, how sweet it is, 
and yet at the seme time how difficult, to be a 
mother ! One's afraid of everything.” 

Nadyezhda Fyodorovna put on her straw hat 
and dashed out into the open sea. She swam 
some thirty feet and then turned on her back 
She could s'-e the sea to the horizon, the steamers, 
the people on the sea-front, the town; and all this, 
together with the sultry heat and the soft, trans- 
parent waves, excited her and whispered that she 
must live, live. ... A sjiiling-boat darted by 
her rapidly and vigorously, cleaving the waves and 
the air; the man sitting at the helm looked at her, 
and she liked being looked at. . . . 
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After bathingi the ladies dressed and went 
away together. 

'* I have fever every alternate day, and yet I 
don't get tliin,” said Nadyezhda Fyodorovna, 
licking her lips, wliich were salt from the bathe, 
and responding with a smile to the bows of her 
acquaintaiK'es. “ I've always been plump, and 
now I believe I'm plunipcT than ever." 

" That, my dear, is constitutional. If, like me, 
one has no constitutional tendency to stoutness, 
no diet is of any use. . . . But you've welted 
your hat, my dear." 

*' It doesn’t matter; it will dry." 

Nadyezhda Fyodorovna saw again the men in 
white who were walking on the sea-front and 
talking French; and again she felt a sudden thrill 
of joy, and had a vague memory of some big hall 
in winch she had once danced, or of which, per- 
haps, she had once dreamed. And something at 
the bottom of her soul dimly and ol>scureJy 
whispered to lier that she was a petty, common, 
miserable, worthless woman. . . . 

Marya Konstantinovna stopped at her gate 
and asked her to come in and sit down for a little 
while. 

" Come in, my dear," .she said in an imploring 
voice, and at the same time she looked at Nadyezhda 
Fyodorovna w^ith anxiety and hope; perhaps she 
would refuse and not come in ! 

'* With pleasure," said Nadyezhda Fyodorovna, 
accepting. “You know how' I love being with 
you !“ 

And she w*eiit into the house. Marya Kon- 
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stantinovna sat her down and gave her cofEee, 
regaled her with milk rolls, then showed her 
photographs of her former pupils, the Garatynskys, 
who were by now married. She showed her, too, 
the examination reports of Kostya and Katya. 
The reports were \ery good, but to make them 
seem even better, she complained, with a sigh, 
how difficult the lessons at school were now. . . . 
She made much of her visitor, and was sorry for 
her, though at the same time she was harassed 
by the thought that Nadyezhda Fyodorovna 
might have a corrupting influence on the morals 
of Kostya and Katya, and was glad that her 
Nikodim Alexandiitch was not at home. Seeing 
that in her opinion all men are fond of " women 
like that," Nadyezhda Fyodorovna might have 
a bad effect on Nikodim Alexandritch too. 

As she talked to her visitor, Marya Konstan- 
tinovna kept remembering that they were to have 
a picnic that evening, and that Von Koren liad 
particularly begged her to say nothing about it 
to the " Japanese monkeys " — that is, Laevsky 
and Nadyezhda Fyodorovna; but she dropped a 
word about it unawares, crimsoned, and said in 
confusion: 

" I hope you will come too !" 


VI. 

It was agreed to drive about five miles out of 
town on the road to the south, to stop near a 
duhan at the junction of two streams — the Black 
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River and the Yellow River — and to cook fish 
soup. They started out soon after five. Fore- 
most of the party in a char-k-banc drove Samoy- 
lenko and Laevsky; they were followed by Marya 
Konstantinovna, Nadyezhda Fyodorovna, Katya 
and Kostya, in a coach with three horses, carrying 
with them the crockery and a basket with pro- 
visions. In the next carriage came the police 
captain, Kirilin, and the young Atchmianov, the 
son of the shopkeeper to whom Nadyezhda Fyodor- 
ovna owed three hundred roubles; opposite them, 
huddled up on the little seat with his feet tucked 
under him, sat Nikodim Alexandritch, a neat 
little niiuii with hair combed on to his temples. 
Last of all came Von Koren and the deacon; at 
the deacon's feet stood a basket of fish. 

“ R-r-right !" Sanioylenko shouted at the top 
of his voice when he met a cart or a mountaineer 
riding on a donkey. 

"Ill two years' time, when I shall have the 
means and the people ready, I shall set off on an 
expedition," Von Koren was telling the deacon. 
" I shall go by the sea-coast from Vladivostok 
to the Behring Straits, and then from the Straits 
to the mouth of tlie Yenisei. We shall make the 
map, study the fauna and the flora, and make 
detailed geological, anthropological, and ethno- 
graphical researches. It dej^nds upon you to go 
with me or not." 

" it's impossible," said the deacon. 

Why ?" 

" I'm a man witli ties and a family." 

"Your wife will let you go; w'e will provide 
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for her. Better still if you were to persuade her 
for the public benefit to go into a nunnery; that 
would make it possible for you to become a monk, 
too, and join the expedition as a priest. I can 
arrange it for you." 

The deacon was silent. 

" Do you know your theology well ?" asked the 
zoologist. 

“ No, rather badly." 

" H m ! . . . I can’t give you any advice on 
that score, because 1 don’t know much about 
theology myself. You give me a list of books 
you need, and I will send them to you from 
Petersburg in the w'inter. It will be necessary for 
you to read the notes of religious travellers, too; 
among them are some good ethnologists and 
Oriental scholars. When you are familiar with 
their methods, it will be easier for you to set to 
work. And you needn't waste your time till you 
get the books; come to me, and wc will study the 
compass and go through a course of meteorology. 
All that’s indispensable." 

" To be sure . . muttered the deacon, and 
he laughed. " I was trying to get a place in 
Central Russia, and my uncle, the head priest, 
piornised co help me. If 1 go with you 1 shall 
have troubled them for nothing." 

" I don't understand your hesitation. If you 
go on being an ordinary deacon, who is only 
obliged to hold a service on holidays, and on the 
other days can rest from work, you will be exactly 
the same as you are now in ten years' time, and 
will have gained nothing but a beard and mous- 
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tache; while on returning from tliis expedition 
in ten years* time you will be a different man, 
you will be enriched by the consciousness that 
something has been done by you.” 

From the ladies* carriage came shrieks of terror 
and delight. The carriages were drning along a 
road hollowed in a literally overhanging precipitous 
cliff, and it seiined to (‘\Tryone that they were 
galloping along a shelf on a steep waii, and that 
in a moment tlie carriages would drop into the 
abyss. On the right stretched the sea; on the 
left was a rough brown wall with black blotches 
and red veins and with climbing roots; while on 
the summit stood shaggy fir-trees bent over, as 
though looking down in terror and curiosity. 
A minute later there were shrieks and laughter 
again : they had to drive under a huge overhanging 
rock. 

” I don't know why the devil Tm coming with 
you,” said Laevsky. " How stupid and vulgar 
it is ! I want to go to the N(»rih, to run away, 
to (.scape; but here 1 am, for some reason, going 
to this stupid picnic.” 

” But look, what a view !** said Samoylenko as 
the horses turned to the left, and the valley of 
the Yellow River came into sight and the stream 
itself gleamed in the' sunlight, yellow, turbid, 
frantic. 

” I sec nothing tine in that, Sasha,” answered 
Laevsky. ” To be in continual ecstasies over 
nature shows poverty of imaginjition. In com- 
parison with what my imagination can give me, all 
these streams and rocks are trash,and nothing else.” 
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The carriages now were by the bank of the 
stream. The high mountain banks gradually grew 
closer, the valley shrank together and ended in a 
gorge; the rocky mountain round which they were 
driving had been piled together by nature out of 
huge rocks, pressing upon each other with such 
terrible weight, that Samoylenko could not help 
gasping every time he looked at them. The dark 
and beautiful mountain was cleft in places by 
narrow fissures and gorges from which came a 
breath of dewy moisture and mj'stcTy; through 
the gorges could be seen other mountains, brown, 
pink, lilac, smoky, or bathed in vivid sunlight. 
From time to time as they passed a gorge tliey 
caught the sound of water falling from the heights 
and splashing (jn the stones. 

Ach, the damned mountains !” sighed Laevsky. 

" How sick 1 am of them !" 

At the place where the Black River falls into 
the Yellow, and the water black as ink stains the 
yellow and struggles w'ilh it, stood the Tatar 
Kerbalay's dukan, with the Russian flag on the 
roof and with an inscription written in chalk: 

" The Pleasant I3uhan.” Near it was a little 
gardcFi, enclosed in a hurdle fence, with tables 
and chairb set out in it, and in the midst of a 
thicket of wretched thorn-bushes stood a single 
solitary cypress, dark and beautiful. 

Kerbalay, a nimble little Tatar in a blue shirt 
and a white apron, was standing in the road, . 
and, holding his stomach,, he bowed low to welcome 
the carriages, and smiled, showing his glistening- 
white teeth. 
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Good-evening, Kerbalay,” shouted Samoy- 
lenko. We arc driving on a little further, and 
you take along the samovar and chairs ! Look 
sharp !*' 

Kerbalay nodded his shaven head and muttered 
something, and only those sitting in the last 
carriage could hear: We*ve got trout, your 
Excellency." 

“ Bring them, bring them !" said Von Koren. 

Five hundred ]}ace5 from the duhan the carriages 
stopped. Samoyleiiko selected a small meadow 
round whicli tlicro were scattered stones con- 
venient for sitting on, and a fallen tree blown 
down by the storm with roots overgrown by moss 
and dry yellow needles. Here there was a fragile 
wooden bridge over the stream, and just opposite 
on the other bank there was a little barn for 
drying maize, standing on four low piles, and 
looking like the hut on hen's legs in the fairy tale; 
a little ladder sloped from its door. 

The tirst impres.sion in all was a feeling that 
they would never get out of that place again. 
On all siiles, wherever they looked, the mountains 
rose up and towered above them, and the shadows 
of evening were stealing rapidly, rapidly from the 
df^n and dark cypress, making the narrow 
winding valley of the Black River narrower and 
the mountains higher. They could hear the river 
murmuring and the unceasing chirrup of the 
grasshoppers. 

" Enchanting !" said Marya Konstantinovna, 
heaving deep sighs of ecstasy, "Children, look 
how fine ! What peace !" 
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"Yes, it really is fine,” assented Laevsky, who 
liked the view, and for some reason felt sad as he 
looked at the sky and then at the blue smoke 
rising from the chimney of the dtihan. " Yes. it 
is fine,” he repeated. 

" Ivan Andrcitch, di'scribe this view,” Marya 
Konstantinovna said tearfully. 

Why ?” asked Lat^vsky. ” The im])ression is 
better than any desrription. The wi'alth of sights 
and sounds which i'vitvoiu* receives from nature 
by direct impression is ranted about by auth(»rs 
in a hideous and unrecognizable way.” 

"Keally?” Von Koren asked coldly, choosing 
the biggest stone by the jsidc of the water, and 
trying to clamber up and sit upon it. " Really ?” 
he repeated, looking directly at I-aevsky. " What 
of ' Romeo and Juliet ’ ? Or, for instance, 
Pushkin's ' Night in the Ukraine ' ? Nature ought 
to come and bow down at their feet.” 

" Perhaps,” said I-aevsky, who was too lazy 
to think and oppose him. " Though what is 
'Romeo and Juliet' after all?” he added after 
a short pause. " The beauty of poetry and 
holiness of love are simply the roses under which 
they try to hide its rottenness. Romeo is just 
the same sort of animal as all the rest of us.” 

" Whatever one talks to you about, you always 
bring it round to . . .” Von Koren glanced 
round at Katya and broke off. 

" What do I bring it round to ?” asked Laevsky. 

" One tells you, for instance, how beautiful a 
bunch of grapes is, and you answer: ' Yes, but how 
ugly it is when it is chewed and digested in one's 
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stomach !* Why say that ? It's not new, and 
. . . altogether it is a queer habit." 

Laevsky knew that Von Korea did not like him, 
and so was afraid of him, and felt in his presence 
as though everyone were constrained and someone 
were standing behind his back. He made no 
answer and walked away, feeling sorry he had 
come. 

“ (ientlemen, quick march for brushwood for 
the tiro !" commanded Samoylenko. 

Tliey nil wandered off in different directions, 
and no one was left but Kirilin. Atchmiaiiov, and 
Nikodim Alexandritch. Kerbalay brought cliairs, 
spread a rug on the ground, and set a few bottles 
of wine. 

The police captain, Kirilin, a tall, good-looking 
man, who in all weathers wore his great -coat over 
his tunic, with his haughty deijortment, stately 
carriage, and thick, rather hoarse voice, looked 
like a young provincial chief of police; his ex- 
pression was mournful and sleepy, as thougli he 
had just been waked iigainst his will. 

" What have you brought this for, you brute ?" 
he asked Kerbalay, deliberately articulating each 
word. " I ordered you to give us kvarel, and what 
liav(‘ you brought, you ugly Tatar ? Eh ? What ? " 

" We have plenty of wine of our own. Yegor 
Alekseitch," Nikodim Alexandritch observed, 
timidly and politely. 

" What ? But I want us to have my wine, too; 
I’m taking part in the picnic and I imagine I have 
full right to contribute my share. I im-ma-gine 
so ! Bring ten bottles of kvarel" 
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" Why so many ?" asked Nikodim Alexandritch, 
in wonder, knowing Kirilin had no money. 

" Twenty bottles ! Thirty !'* shouted Kirilin. 

" N(*ver mind, let him,” Atchmianov whispered 
to Nikodim Alexandritch; " 1*11 pay.” 

Nadj’ezhda Fyodorovna was in a light-hearted, 
mischievous mood; she wanted to skip and jump, 
to laugh, to shout, to tease, to flirt. In her cheap 
cotton dress with blue pansies on it, in her red 
shoes and the same straw hat, she seemed to her- 
self little, simple, light, ethereal as a butterfly. 
She ran over the rickety bridge and looked for 
a minute into the water, in order to feel giddy; 
then, shrieking and laughing, ran to the other 
side to the drying-shed, and she fancied that 
all the men were admiring her, even Kcrbalay, 
When in the rapidly falling darkness the trees 
began to melt into the mountains and the horses 
into the carriages, and a light gleamed in the 
windows of the duhan, she climbed up the mountain 
by the little path which zigzagged between stones 
and thorn-bushes and sat on a stone. Down 
below, the camp-fire was burning. Near the fire, 
with his sleeves tucked up, the deacon was moving 
to and fro, and his long black shadow kept de- 
scribing a circle round it; he put on wood, and 
with a spoon tied to a long stick he stirred the 
cauldron. Samoylcnko, with a copper-red face, 
was fussing round the fire just as though he were 
in his own kitchen, shouting furiously: 

" Where's the salt, gentlemen ? I bet you've 
forgotten it. Why are you all sitting about like 
lords while I do all the work ?*' 



THE DUEL 


57 

Lae\^ky and Nikodim Alexandritch were sitting 
side by side on the fallen tree looking pensively 
at the hre. Marva Konstantinovna, Katya, and 
Kostya were taking the cujis, saucers, and plates 
out of the baskets. Von Koren, with his arms 
folded and one foot on a stone, was standing on 
a bank at the very edge of the water, thinking 
about something. Patches of red liglit from the 
fire moved together with the shadows over the 
ground near the dark human figures, and quivered 
on the mountain, on the trees, on the bridge, on 
the drying-shed; on the other side the steep, 
scooped-out bank was all lighted up and glimmer- 
ing m the stream, and the rushing turbid water 
broke its reflection into little bits. 

The deacon went for the fish which Kcrbalay 
was cleaning and washing on the bank, but he 
stood still half-way and looked about him. 

** My God, how nice it is !" he thought. " People, 
rocks, the fire, the twilight, a monstrous tree — 
nothing more, and yet how fine it is !" 

On the further bank some unknown persons 
made their appearance near the drying-shed. 
The flickering light and the smoke from the camp- 
fire puffing in that direction made it impossible to 
get a full view of them all at once, but glimpses 
were caught now of a shaggy hat and a grey beard, 
now of a blue shirt, now of a figure, ragged from 
shoulder to knee, with a dagger across the body; 
then a sw'arthy young face with black eyebrows, 
as thick and bold as though they had been drawn 
ip charcoal. Five of them sat in a circle on the 
ground, and the other five went into the drying- 
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shed. One was standing at the door with his back 
to the Are, and witli his hands behind his back 
Wtas telling something, which must have been very 
interesting, for when Samoylenko threw on twigs 
and the Arc flared up, and scattered spfirks and 
threw a glaring light on the shed, two calm coun- 
tenances with an expression on them of deep 
attention could be seen, looking out of the door, 
while those who were sitting in a circle turned 
round and began listening to the speaker. Soon 
after, those sitting in a circle began softly singing 
something slow and melodious, that sounded like 
Lenten Church music. . . . Listening to them, 
the deacon imagined how it would be with him 
in ten years' time, when he would come back from 
the expedition: he. would be a voting priest and 
monk, an author with a name and a s])lcndid past; 
he would be consecrated an archimandrite, then a 
bishop; and lui would serve mass in the cathedral ; in 
a golden mitre he would come out into tlie body 
of the church with the ikon on his breast, and 
blessing the mass of the people with the triple 
and the double candelabra, would proclaim: 
" Look down from Heaven, O (iod, behold and 
visit this vineyard which Thy Hand has planted,” 
and the cl ildren with their angel voices would 
sing in response: ” Holy God. . . 

” Deacon, where is that Ash ?” he heard Samoy- 
lenko's voice. 

As he went back to the Are, the deacon imagined 
the Church procession going along a dusty road 
on a hot July day; in front the peasants carrying 
the banners and the women and children the ikons, 
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then the boy choristers and the sacristan with his 
face tied up and a straw in his hair, then in due 
order himself, tlie deacon, and behind him the 
priest wearing his calotte and :arrying a cross, 
and behind them, tramping in the dust, a crowd 
of peasants -men. women, and cliildren; in the 
crowd his wife and the priest's wife witli kerchiefs 
on their heads. The chi>risters sing, tlie b:il)ies 
cry, the corncrakes call, the lark carols. . . . 
Then they make a stand ami sprinkle the herd 
with holy water. . . . They go on again, and 
then kneeling pray for rain. Tlicn lunch and 
talk. ... 

And that's nice too . . thought the deacon 


VII. 

Kirilin and Atchmianov climbed up the moun- 
tain by the path. .Atchmianov dropped behind 
and stopped, while Kirilin went up to Nadyozhda 
ryodorovna. 

“ (lood-evening,” he said, touching his cap. 

*' Good-evening." 

“ Yes !" said Kirilin, looking at the sky and 
pondering. 

*' Why ‘ yes ' ?” asked Nadyozhda Fyodorovna 
after a brief pause, noticing that Atchmiano^^ was 
watching them both. 

*' And so it seems," said the officer, slowly, 
" that our love has withered before it has blos- 
somed, so to speak. How do you wish me to 
understand it ? Is it a sort of coquetry on your 
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part, or do you look upon me as a nincompoop 
who can be treated as you choose ?" 

" It was a mistake ! Leave me alone \” 
Nadyezhda Fyodorovna said sharply, on that 
beautiful, marvellous evening, looking at him with 
terror and asking herself with bewilderment, 
could there really have been a moment when 
that man attracted her and had been near to 
her ? 

“So that's it!” said Kirilin; he thought in 
silence for a few minutes and said: “Well, I'll 
wait till you are in a better humour, and mean- 
while I venture to assure you I am a gentleman, 
and I don't allow anyone to doubt it. Adieu 1” 

He touched his cap again and walked off, making 
his way between the bushes. After a short interval 
Atchmianov approached hesitatingly. 

“ What a fine evening !” he said with a slight 
Armenian accent. 

He was nice-looking, fashionably dressed, and 
behaved unaffectedly like a well-bred youth, but 
Nadyezhda Fyodorovna did not like him because 
she owed his father three hundred roubles; it was 
displeasing to her, too, that a shopkeeper had 
been asked to the picnic, and she was vexed at 
his coming up to her that evening when her heart 
felt so pure. 

“ The picnic is a success altogether,” he said, 
after a pause. 

“ Yes,” she agreed, and as though suddenly 
remembering her debt, she said carelessly: “Oh, 
tell theft! in your shop that Ivan Andreitch will 
come round in a day or two and will pay three 
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hundred roubles. ... I don't remember exactly 
what it is." 

' I would give another three hundred if you 
would not mention that debt every day. Why 
be prosaic ?" 

Nadyezhda h'yodorovna laughed; the amusing 
idea occurred to her that if she had been willing 
and sufficiently immoral she might in one minute 
be free from her debt. If she, for instance, were 
to turn the head of this handsome young fool ! 
How amusing, absurd, wild it would be really ! 
And she suddenly felt a longing to make him love 
her, to plunder him. throw him over, and then to 
see wl'.at would come of it. 

"Allow me to give you one piece of advice," 
Atchmianov said timidly. " I beg you to beware 
of Kirilin. He says horrible things about you 
everywhere." 

" it doesn't interest me to know wffiat every 
fool sa\’s of me," Nadyezhda Fyodorovna said 
coldly, and the amusing thought of ])laying with 
handsome young Atchmianov suddenly lost its 
charm. 

"We must go down," she said; "they're 
calling us." 

The fish soup w'as ready by now. They were 
ladling it out by platefuls, and eating it with the 
religious solemnity with which this is only done 
at a picnic; and everj'one thought the fish soup 
very good, and thought that at home they had 
never eaten anything so nice. As is alw'ays the 
case at picnics, in the mass of dinner napkins, 
parcek, useless greasy papers fluttering in the 
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wind, no one knew where was his glass or where 
his bread. They poured the wine on the carpet 
and on their own knees, spilt the salt, while it 
was dark all round them and the fire burnt more 
dimly, and everyone was too lazy to get up and 
put wood on. They all drank wine, and even 
gave Kostya and Katya half a glass ejich. 
Nadvezhda Fyodorovna drank one glass and then 
another, got a little drunk and forgot about 
Kirilin. 

“ A splendid picnic, an enchanting evening,*' 
said Lfievsky, growing lively with the wine. “ But 
I should prefer a fine winter to all this ' His 
beaver collar is silver with hoar-frost.' " 

Everyone to his taste," observed Von Koren. 

Laevsky felt uncomfortable; the heat of the 
camp-fire was beating upon his back, and the 
hatred of Von Koren upori his breast and face: 
this hatred on the part of a decent, clever man, 
a feeling in which there probably lay hid a well- 
grounfled reason, humiliated him and enerxated 
him, and unable to stand up against it, he said in 
a propitiatory tone: 

" I am passionatel}^ fond of nature, and I regret 
that I'm not a naturalist. I envy you." 

" Well, T don't envy you, and don’t regret it," 
said Nadyezhda Fyodorovna. " I don't under- 
stand how anyone can seriously interest himself 
in beetles and ladybirds while the people arc 
suffering.” 

Laevsky shared her opinion. He was absolutely 
ignorant of natural science, and so could never 
reconcile himself to the authoritative tone and 
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the learned and profound air of the people wlio 
devoted themselves to the whiskers of ants and 
the daws of beetles, and he always felt vexed 
that these peojile, relying on these whiskers, 
claws, and something they called protoplasm (he 
ahvays imagined it in the form of an oyster), 
should undertake to decide qui*.stions involving 
the origin and life of man. But in Nadyezhda 
Fyodorovna's words he heard a not.* ol falsity, 
and simply to contradict her he said ; *' The point 
is not the ladybirds, but the deductions made 
from them." 


VHI. 

It was late, eleven o’dock, when they began to 
get into the carriages to go home. They took 
their seats, and the only ones missing were 
Nadyezhda Fyodorovna and Atchmianov, who 
were running after one another, laughing, the other 
side of the stream. 

‘ ‘ Make haste, my friends,'’ shouted Samoylenko. 

" You oughtn't to give ladies wine,'" said Von 
Koren in a low voice. 

Laevsky, exhausted by the picnic, by the hatred 
of Von Koren, and by his own thoughts, went to 
meet Nadyezhda Fyodorovna, and when, gay 
and happy, feeling light as a feather, breathless 
and laughing, she took him by both hands and 
laid her head on his breast, he stepped back and 
said dryly: 

" You are behaving like a . . . cocotte." 

It sounded horribly coarse, so tliat he felt sorry 
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for her at once. On his angry, exhausted face she 
read hatred, pity and vexation with himself, and 
her heart sank at once. She realized instantly that 
she had gone too far, had been too free and easy 
in her behaviour, and overcome with misery, 
feeling herself heavy, stout, coarse, and drunk, 
she got into the first empty carriage together with 
Atchmianov. Laevsky got in with Kirilin, the 
zoologist with Samoylenko. the deacon with the 
ladies, and the party set off. 

'■ You .see what the Japanese monkeys are like,” 
Von Koren began, rolling himself up in his cloak 
and shutting his eyes. ** You heard she doesn’t 
care to take an interest in beetles and ladybirds 
because tlic people are suffering. That's how all 
the Japanese monkeys look upon people like us. 
They’re a slavish,’ cunning race, terrified by the 
whip and the fist for ten generations; they tremble 
and burn incense only before violence; but let 
the monkey into a free state where there's no one 
to take it by the collar, and it relaxes at once 
and shows itself in its true colours. Look how 
bold they are in picture galleries, in museums, in 
theatres, or when they talk of science: they puff 
themselves out and get excited, they arc abusive 
and critical . . . they are bound to criticize — it's 
the sign of the .slave. You listen: men of the 
liberal professions are more often sworn at than 
pickpockets — ^that's because three-quarters of 
society are made up of slaves, of just such monkeys. 
It never happens that a slave holds out his hand 
to you SiTid sincerely says ' Thank you ’ to you 
for vour work." 
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" I don't know what you want,” said Samoy- 
lenko, yawning; " tlie poor thing, in the simplicity 
of her heart, wanted to talk to you of scientific 
subjects, and you draw a conclusion from that. 
You're cross with him for something or other, 
and with her, too, to keep him company. She's 
a splendid woman.” 

" Ah, nonsense ! An ordinary kep> woman, 
depraved and vulgar. Listen, Alexandr D.'ivid- 
itcli; when you meet a simple peasant woman, 
who isn't living with her husband, who docs 
notliing but giggle, you tell her to go and work. 
Why are you timid in this case and afraid to tell 
the trutli ? Simply because Naclyezhda Fyodo- 
rovna is kept, not by a sailor, but by an official.” 

"What am I to do with her?” said Sanioy- 
.Icnko, getting angry. ” Beat her or what ?” 

” Not flatter vice. We curse vice only behind 
its back, and lhat’.s like making a long nose at it 
round a corner. I am a zoologist or a sociologist, 
which is the same thing; you an^ a doctor; society 
believes in us : wc ought to point out the terrible 
harm which threatens it and the next generation 
from the existence of ladies like Nadyezhda 
Ivanovna.” 

"Fyodorovna,” Samoylenko corrected. "But 
what ought socictv to do ?” 

" Society ? That’s its affair. To my thinking 
the surest and most direct method is — compulsion 
Manu militari she ought to be returned to her 
husband; and if her husband won't take her in, 
then she ought to be sent to penal servitude or 
some house of correction.” 
u 
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“Ouf!" sighed Samoylenko. He paused and 
asked quietly; "You said the other day that 
people like Laevsky ought to be destroyed. . . . 
Tell me, if you ... if the State or society com- 
missioned you to destroy him, could you . . . 
bring yourself to it ?" 

" My hand would not tremble.” 


IX. 

When they got home, Laevsky and Nadyezhda 
Fyodorovna went into their dark, stufly, dull 
rooms. Both were silent. J^aevsky lighted a 
candle, while Nadyezhda Fyodorovna sat down, 
and without taking off her cloak and hat, lifted ‘ 
her melancholy, guilty eyes to him. 

He knew that she expected an explanation 
from him, but an explanation would be wearisome, 
useless and exhausting, and his heart was heavy 
because he had lost control over himself and been 
rude to her. He chanced to feel in his pocket 
the letter which he had been intending every day 
to read to her, and thought if he were to show her 
that letter now, it would turn her thoughts in 
another direction. 

" It is time to define our relations,*” he thought. . 
" I will give it her; what is to be will be.” 

He took out the letter and gave it her. : 

" Read it. It concerns you.” 

Saying this, he went into his own room and lay 
down On the sofa in the dark without a pillow. 
Nadyezhda Fyodorovna read the letter, and it 
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seemed to her as though the ceiling were falling '' 
and the walls were closing in on her. It seemed 
suddenly dark and shut in and terrible. She 
crossed herself quickly three times and said: 

“ Give him peace, O Lord . . . give him 
peace. . . ." 

And she began crying. 

“ Vanya," she caUed. " Ivan Andreitrh !" 

Tliere was no answer. Thinking that Laevsky 
had come in and was standing behind her chair, 
she sobbed like a child, and said : 

“ Why did you not tell me before that he was 
dead? I wouldn’t have gone to the picnic; 1 
shouldn’t have laughed so horribly. . . . The 
men said horrid things to me. What a sin, what 
a sin ! Save me, Vanya, save me. ... I have 
been mad. ... I am lost. . . ." 

Laevsky heard her sobs. He felt stifled and 
his heart was beating violently. In his misery 
he got up, stood in the middle of the room, groped 
his waj' in the dark to an easy-chair by the table, 
and sat down. 

■' This is a prison . . .” he thought. " I must 
get away. ... I can't bear it.” 

It was too late to go and play cards; there were 
no restaurants in the town. He lay down again 
and cov(:rcd his ears that he might not hear her 
sobbing, and he suddenly remembered that he 
could go to Samoylenko. To avoid going near 
Nadyezhda Fyodorovna, he got out of the window 
into the garden, climbed over the garden fence, 
and went along the .street. It was dark. A 
steamer, judging by its lights, a big passenger 
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one, had just come in. ... He heard the clank 
of the anchor chain. A red light was moving 
rapidly from the shore in the direction of the 
steamer: it wjis the Customs boat going out to it. 

“ The passengers are asleep in their cabins . . 
thought Laevsky, and he envied the peace of mind 
of other people. 

The windows in Samoylenko's house were open. 
Laev-sky looked in at one of them, then in at 
another; it was dark and still in the rooms. 

" Alexandr Davidilch, are you asleep.?’' he 
called. Alexandr Daviditch !” 

He heard a cough and an uneasy shout: 

“ Who's there ? What the devil ?" 

*' It is L Alexandr Daviditch; excuse me.” 

A litth* later the. door opened; there was a glow 
of soft light from the lamp, and Samoylenko’s 
huge figure appeared, all in white, with a white 
nightcap on liis head. 

" What now ?” he risked, scratching himscH and 
breathing hard from sleepiness. '* Wait a minute; 
ril 0 }>en the door directly.” 

” Don't trouble; I'll get in at the window. . . 

Laevsky climbed in at the window, and when 
he reached Samoylenko, seized him by the hand. 

"Alexandr Daviditch,” he said in a shaking 
voice, ” save me ! I beseech you, I implore you. 
Understand me ! My position is agonizing. If it 
goes on for another two days I shall strangle 
myself like . . , like a dog.” 

"Wait a bit. . . . What are you talking about 
exactly?” 

" Light a candle.” 
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“ Oh . . . oh ! . . sighed Samoylenko, light 
ing a randle. “ My God ! My God ! . . Why, 

it’s past one, brother." 

" Excuse me, but I can't stay at honn?," said 
Laevsky, feeling great comfort from the liglit and 
the preseni'c of Samoylenkcj. “ You are my best, 
my only friend. Alexandr Davidilch. . . . You 
are my only hope. For God’s sake, i-.iuic lo my 
rescue, \vlu*tlier you want to or not. I must get 
away from li(‘re. come what may ! . . . Lend 
me till* mone-y !" 

“ Oh, my God, my God ! . . ." sighed Samoy- 
lenko, scratching himself. " I was dropping a^leep 
and I hear the whistle of the steamer, and now 
you . . Do you want much?’’ 

" 'riiree hundred roubles at least. I mu:^t leave 
her a hundred, and 1 need two hundretl for the 
joiiniey, ... I owe you about four hundred 
already, but 1 will send it you all . . . all. . . 

Samoylenko to<»k hold of both his whiskers in 
one hand, and standing with his legs wide apart, 
pondered. 

“ Yes . . he muttered, musing. "Three 
hundred. . . . Yes. . . . But 1 haven’t got so 
much. 1 shall have to borrow it from someone." 

" Borrow it, for God's sake !" said I-aevsky, 
seeing from Samoylenko ’s face that he wanted to 
lend him the money and certainly would lend it. 
" Borrow it, and I'll be sure to pay you back. 
I will send it from Petersburg as soon as I get 
there. You can set your mind at rest about that. 
I'll tell you what. Sasha," he said, growing more 
animated; " let us have some wine." 
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'* Yes ... we can have some wine, too.*' 

They both went into the dining-room. 

“And how about Xadyezhda Fyodorovna?" 
asked Samoylenko, setting three bottles and a 
plate of poaches on the table. " Surely she's not 
remaining ?'* 

“ 1 will ciriangc it all. I will arrange it all," ssiid 
Lae\sky, feeling an unexpected rush of joy. " I 
will send her the money afterwards and she will 
join me. . . . Then we will define our relations. 
To your health, friend." 

" Wait a bit," said Samoylenko. " Drink this 
first. . . . This is from my vineyard. This 
bottle is from Navaridze's vineyard and this one 
is from Ahatiilov's. . . . Try all three kinds and 
tell me candidlt'. . . There sci ms a little acidity 

about mine, lih ? Don't you taste it ?" 

“ Yes. You have, comforted me, Alexandr 
Daviditch. Thank you. ... I feel belter." 

" Is there any acidity ?” 

" Goodness only knows, I don't know. But 
you are a splendid, wonderful man !" 

Looking at his pale, excited, good-natured face, 
Samoylenko remembered Von Koren's view that 
men like that ought to be destroyed, and Laevsky 
seemed to him a weak, defenceless child, whom 
any one could injure and destroy. 

" And when you go, make it up with your 
mother," he said. " It's not right." 

" Yes, yes; I certainly shall." 

They were silent for a while. When they had 
emptied the first bottle, Samoylenko said: 

" You ought to make it up with Von Koren too.- 
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You are both such splendid, clever fellows, and 
you glare at each other like wolves.” 

" Yes, he's a fine, very intelligent fellow,” 
Laevsky assented, ready now to praise and forgive 
everyone. ” He/s a remarkable man, but it's 
impossible for me to get on with him. No ! Our 
naturis are too different. I'm an indolent, weak, 
submissive nature. Perha^Ds in a good minute I 
might hold out my hand to him, but he w'ould 
turn away from me . . . with contempt.” 

Laevsky took a sip of wine, walked from corner 
to coiner and went (»n, standing in the middle of 
the room: 

” I understand Von Koren very well. His is 
a resolute, strong, despotic nature. You have 
heard him continually talking of ' the expedition,' 
and it's not more talk. He wants the wilderness, 
the moonlit night: all around in little tents, 
under the open .sky, lie sleeping his sick and hungry 
Cossacks, guides, porters, doctor, priest, all ex- 
hausted with their weary marches, while only he 
is awake, sitting like Stanley on a camp-stool, ■ 
feeling himself the monarch of the desert and the 
master of these men. He goes on and on and on, 
his men groan and die, one after another, and he 
goes on and on, and in the end perishes himself, 
but still is monarch and ruler of the desert, since 
the cross upon his tomb can be seen by the caravans 
for thirty or forty miles over the desert. I am 
sorry the man is not in the army. He would 
have made a splendid military genius. He would 
not have hesitated to drown his cavalry in the 
river and make a bridge out of dead bodies. And 
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such hardihood is more needed in war than any 
kind of fortification or strategy. Oh, I under- 
stand him perfectly! Tell me: why is ho wasting 
his siibstanee liere ? What does he wwnt here ?" 

" He is studying the marine, fauna.” 

"No, no. brother, no!” l.jievsky sighed. "A 
scientific man who was on the steamer told me 
tile Black Sea was poor in animal life, and that 
in its depths, thanks to the abundanci' of sulphuric 
hydrogen, organic life was impossible. All the 
serious zoukigists work at tht* biological station 
at Napks or Villcfranrhe. But Von Koren is 
indepeiu'h nt and obstinate: he wf)rks on the jfiack 
Sea because nobody else is working there; hi* is 
at loggerliv'ads with the university, dois not care 
to know his enmrudes and oUut scientific men 
becaase he is first of all a despot and only SLc'ondly 
a zoologist. And you’ll see he'll do something. 
He is already dreaming tliat when he conus back 
from his expedition he will jnirify our universitiis 
•from intrigue and jncdiocrily. and will make the 
scientific men ininci their ps and ([s. De.spotism 
is just as strong in science as in the aimv. And 
he is spending liis second summer in this stinking 
little town because he w(Aild rather be first in a 
village than second in a town. Here he is a king 
and an eagle; he keeps all the inhabitants under 
his thumb and oppresses them with his authority. 
He has appropriated everyone, he meddles in 
other people's affairs; everything is of use to 
him, and everyone is afraid of him. I am slipping 
out of his clutches, he feels that and hates me. 
Hasn’t he told you that 1 ought to be destroyed 
or sent to hard labour ?" 
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"Yes.” latiglied Samoylenko. 

Laevsky laughed too, and drank some wine. 

“ His ideals are despotic too.” he said, laughing, 
and biting a peach. ‘'Ordinary nmrtals tJiink of 
their neiglibour — me. yi»u, mini in fa( t---if lliey 
work for tin? common weal. To \'on Koren men 
arc puppets and nonenlilii.s. loo trivial to be the 
object <d‘ his life. He works, will gr) for his ex- 
pedition and break his neck there. iKd for the 
sake of love for his iieigliljour. but for the sake 
of such abstractions a^ humanity, future gi-nera- 
tif)ns, an ideal ract' of men. He exerts himsi'lf h^r 
the improvement of the liuman race, and we are 
in his only slaves, foml fur the cannon, beasts 
of burden; some lu* wouKl destroy or stow away 
in Siberia, others ho would break by discij)line, 
would, like Arakteheev, forie them to get up and 
go lo bed to the sound of the chum; would appoint 
eunuchs lo preserve our chastity and morality, 
W(»uld «>rder them to lire at anyone who steps 
out of the circle of our narrow' I'onservativc 
morality; and all tins in the name of the imjuove- 
mc lit of the human race. . . . And what is the 
human race llltLsion, mirage . . . despots have 
always been illusimiists. I understand him very 
well, brother. I appixeiate him and don’t deny 
his importance; this world rests on men like him, 
and if the world were left only to such men as us, 
for all our good-nature and good intentions, w^e 
should make as great a mess of it as the dies have 
of that picture. Yes.” 

Laevsky sat down beside Samoylenko, and said 
with genuine feeling: ” I'm a foolish, worthless, 
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depraved man. The air I breathe, this wine, 
love, life in fact — for all that, I have given nothing 
in exchange so far but lying, idleness, and coward- 
ice. Till now 1 have deceived myself and other 
people; I have been miserable about it, and my 
misery was cheap and common. I bow my back 
humbly before Von Korea's hatred because at 
tin)«*s I hate and despise myself." 

Laevsky began again pacing from one end of 
the room to the other in excitement, and said: 

" I'm glad I sec my faults clearly and am 
conscious of them. That will help me to reform 
and become a different man. My dear fellow, if 
only you knew how passionately, with what 
anguish, I long for such a change. And I swear 
to you ril be a man ! I will ! I don't know 
whether it is the wine that is speaking in me, or 
whether it really is so, but it seems to me that it 
is long since I have spent such pure and lucid 
moments as I have just now with you.” 

" It's time to sleep, brother," said Samoy- 
Icn ko. 

" Yc.s, yes. . . . Excuse me; I'll go directly." 

Laevsky moved hurriedly about the furniture 
and windows, looking for his cap. 

" Thank you," he muttered, sighing. ” Thank 
you. . . . Kind and friendly words are better 
than charity. You have given me new life." 

He found his cap, stopped, and looked guiltily 
at Samoylenko. 

" Alexandr Daviditch," he said in an imploring 
voice. 

" What is it ?" 
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“ Let me stay the night with you, my dear 
fellow !” 

** Certainly. . . . Why not ?” 

Laevsky lay down on the sofa, and went on 
talking to the doctor for a long time. 


X. 

Tliree days after the picnic, Marya Konstan- 
tinovna unexpectedly called on Nadyezhda Fyo- 
dorovna. and without greeting her or taking oft 
her hat. seized her by both hands, pressed them to 
her breast and said in great excitement : 

*' My dear, I am deeply touched and moved: 
our dear kind-hearted doctor told my Nikodim 
Alexandritch yesterday that your husband was 
dead. Tell me, my dear . . . tell me, is it 
true ?** 

“ Yes, it*s true ; he is dead,” answered Nadyezhda 
Fyodorovna. 

" That is awful, awful, my dear ! But there's 
no evil without some compensation; your husband 
was no doubt a noble, wonderful, holy man, and 
such are more needed in Heaven than on earth.” 

Ever> line and feature in Marya Konstantin- 
ovna's face began quivering as though little 
needles were jumping up and down under her 
skin; she gave an almond-oily smile and said, 
breathlessly, enthusiastically: 

” And so you are free, my dear. You can hold 
your head high now, and look people boldly in 
the face. Henceforth God and man will bless 
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your union with Ivan Andreitch. It's enchanting. 

I am trembling with joy, I can find no words. 
My dear, I will give you away. . . . Nikodim 
Aloxaudritch and 1 have been so fond of you, 
you will allow us to give our blessing to your pure, 
lawful union. When, when do \'oii think of being 
married ?'* 

1 haven’t thought of it,” said Nadyezlida 
Fyodorovna, freeing her hands. 

” That's imj'ossihle, my dear. You have 
thought of it, you have.” 

L'pon iny word, I havi-n’t.” said Xadv'.zhda 
Fycaloroviia, laiigJiing. ” What should we be 
married for ? 1 see no necessilx’ for it. We’ll go 

on living a.s we have lived.” 

” W'hat are you saying !” cried Marya Kon- 
stantinovna in horror. ” For God’s sake, what 
are you saying !” 

“ Our getting married won't make things any 
better. On the contrary, it will make them even 
woise. We shall Jose our freedom.” 

” My dear, my dear, what are you saying !” 
exclaimed Marya Konstantinovna, stepping back 
and flinging up her hands. “ \’ou are talking 
wildly ! Think what you arc saying. You must 
settle down !” 

“ * Settle down.* How do you mean ? I have 
not lived yet, and you tell me to settle down.” 

Nadyezlida Fyodorovna reflected that she really 
had not lived. She had finished her studies in 
a boarding-school and bad been married to a man 
she did not love; then she had thrown in her lot 
with Laevsky, and had spent all her time with 
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him on this empty, desolate coast, always ex- 
pecting sometliing better. Was that life ? 

“ 1 ought to be married tliougli,” she thought, 
but remembering Kirilin and Atchmianov she 
fluslied and said : 

“ No, it’s impossible. Even if Ivan Andrcitdi 
begged me to on his knots — oven then 1 would 
refuse.” 

jMarva Konstantinovna sat on the sofa for a 
minute in silence, grave and mournful, gazing 
fixedly into spaci-; then she got up and said coldly : 

” Good-bye, iny dear ! Forgive me for having 
troubled you. Though it's not easy for nio, it's 
my duly to tell you that from this day all is over 
between us, and, in spite of my profound res])ect 
for Ivan Andreitch, the door of my house is closed 
to you henceforth." 

She uttered these words with great solemnity 
and was herself overwhelmed by her solemn tone. 
Her face began quivering again; it assumed a 
soft almond-oily expression. She held out both 
hands to Nad\ezhda Fyodorovna, who was over- 
come with alarm and confusion, and said in an 
imploring voice : 

" My dear, allow me if only for a moment to 
be a mother or an elder sister to you ! I will 
be as fAink with you as a mother.” 

Nadyezhda Fyodorovna felt in her bosom 
warmth, gladness, and pity for herself, as though 
her own mother had really risen up and were 
standing before her. She impulsively embraced 
Mary a Konstantinovna and pressed her face to 
her shoulder. Both of them shed tears. They 
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sat down on the sofa and for a few minutes sobbed 
without looking at one another or being able to ' 
Utter a word. 

My dear child/' began Marya Konstantinov'nai : 
" I will tell you some harsh truths, without sparing 
you." 

" For God's sake, for God's sake, do !" 

“ Trust me, my dear. You remember of all the 
ladies here, I was the only one to receive you. Y ou 
horrified me from the verj' first day, but I had not 
the heart to treat you with disdain like all the 
rest. I grieved over dear, good Ivan Andreitch . 
as though he were my son — a young man in a 
strange place, inexperienced, weak, with no 
mother;andI was worried, dreadfully worried. . . . 
My husband was opposed to our making his ac- 
quaintance, but I talked liim over . . . persuaded ■ 
him. . . . We began receiving Ivan Andreitch,, 
and with him, of course, you. If we had not, . 
he would liave been insulted. I have a daughter, 
a son. . . . You understand the tender mind, 
the pure heart of childhood . . . ' wdioso ofEcndeth 
one of these little ones.' ... I received you into 
my house and trembled for my children. Oh, 
when you become a mother, you will understand 
m>' fears. And everyone was surprised at my 
receiving you, excuse my saying so, as a rei^pectable " 
woman, and hinted to me . . . well, of course, 
slanders, suppositions. ... At the bottom of my 
heart I blamed you, but you were unhappy, 
flighty, to be pitied, and my heart was wrung with 
pity for you." 

" But why, why ?" asked Nadyezhda Fyodo- 
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Tovna, trembling all over. “ What harm have I . 
done anyone ?" 

“You are a terrible sinner. You broke the vow 
you made your husband at the altar. You seduced 
a hne young man, who perhaps had he not met 
you might have taken a lawful partner for life 
from a good family in his own circle, and would 
have been like everyone else now. Yuu liave ‘ 
ruined his. youth. Don't speak, don't speak, my 
dear ! I never believe that man is to blame for 
our sins. It is alwa\^ the woman's fault. Men 
are frivolous in domestic life; they are guided by 
their minds, and not by their hearts, 'rhere's a 
great deal they don't understand; woman under- 
stands it all. Everything depends on her. To 
her mucli is given and from her much w'ill be 
required. Oh, my dear, if she had been more 
foolish or weaker than man on that side, God 
would not have entiiisted her with the education 
of boys and girls. And then, my dear, you entered 
on the path of vice, forgetting all modesty; any 
other woman in your place would have hidden 
herself from people, would have sat shut up at 
home, and would only have been seen in the 
temple of God, pale, dressed all in black and 
weeping, and everyone would have said in genuine 
compassion: * O Lord, this erring angel is coming 
back again to Thee. . . .' But you, my dear, 
have forgotten all discretion; have lived openly, 
extravagantly; have seemed to be proud of your 
sin ; you have been gay and laughing, and I, looking 
at you, shuddered with horror, and have been 
afraid that thunder from Heaven would strike our 
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house while you were sitting witli us. My dear, 
don’t speak, don't sj)eak," cried Marya Konstan- 
tinovna, observing that Narlye/hda Fyodorovna 
waiiti'd to speak. “ Trust me, 1 will not deceive 
you, I will not liide one truth from tlie eyes of 
your soul. IJsten to me, my dear. . . . God 
marks great sinners, and you have been marked 
out: only think- your eobtumes have always been 
appalling." 

Xadyezhda Fyodorovna, wlio liad always liad 
the highest opinion of her costumes, left off crying 
and loiiked at her with surprise. 

" Yes, a})palling." Marya Konstantinovna went 
on. “ Anyone could judge of \’our behaviour from 
tin. elaboration and gaudiiiess of your attire. 
People laughed and shrugged iheir slioiilders as 
they looked at you, and I griev’ed, 1 grieved. . . . 
And forgive me, my dear; y<»u are not ni(\ in your 
person ! When we met in the bathing-place, you 
made me tremble. Your outer clothing was decent 
enough, but you: petticoat, your chemise. . . . 
M\' clear, 1 blushed ! Poor Ivan Andreitch ! No 
one ever tics his cravat properly, and from his 
linen and his boots, i^)or fellow ! one can see he 
lias no one at home to look after him. And lie is 
always himgry, rii}’ darling, and of course^ if there 
is no one at home to think of the samovar and the 
coffee, one* is forced to spend half one's salary at 
the pavilion. And it's simply awful, awdul in your 
home ! No one else in the town has flies, but 
there's no getting rid of them in your rooms; all 
the plates and dishes are Uack wdth them. If you 
look at the windows and the chairs, there's nothing 
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but clusl, dead flius, and glosses. . . . What do 
you want glasses standing about for ? And, my 
dear, the tabU*'s not cleared till this time in the 
day. And one’s ashamed tc^ go into your bed- 
room: underelotlies Hung about everywhere, india- 
rubber tubes hanging on the wails, jKiils and 
basins standing about. . . . My dear ! A hus- 
band ought to know nothing, and liL v\ife ought 
to bo as n.'at as a little angel in his ]Mescnee. I 
wake up oviTv nu>rning before it is light, and wash 
my face with eold water that my Nikodim 
Alexandriteh ina\' not see me looking drowsy.” 

“That’s all nonsense,” Nadyezhda Fyodorovna 
sobbed. “If only 1 were happy, but 1 am .so 
unhappy !” 

“ Yes. yes; yc»u an* vc*ry unhappy Marya 
Konstantinovna sighed, hardly able to restrain 
herself from weeping. ” And there’s terrible 
grief in st<M'e for y<»u in the future ! A solitary old 
age, ill-health; and then you will have to answer 
at the (head judgment seat. . . . It’s awful, 
awful. Xt)w fate itself holds out to you a helping 
hand, and you madly tlirust it from you. Be 
married, make haste and bo married !” 

" Yes, wc must, we must,” said Nadyezhda 
Fyodorcjvna; ” but it’.*^ impossible !” 

■“ Why*?” 

” It’s impossible. Oh, if only you knew !” 

Nadyezhda F^’odorovna liad an impulse to tell 
her about Kirilin, and how the evening before 
she had met handsome young Atclimianov at the 
harbour, and how the mad, ridiculous idea had 
occurred to her of cancelling her debt for three 

11 6 
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hundred; it had amused her very much, and she 
returned home late in the evening feeling that she 
had sold herself and was irrevocably lost. She did 
not know herself how it had happened. And she 
longed to swear to Mary.! Konstantinovna that 
she would certainly pay that debt, but sobs and 
slitime prevented her from speaking. 

“ I am going away," she said. " Ivan Andreitch 
mav stav, but I am going." 

“ Where ?" 

" To Kussia." 

" But how will you live tlnTe ? Why, you have 
nothing." 

" I will do translation, or . . . or 1 will open a 
library. . . 

" Don’t let ytjur -fancy urn away with you, my 
dear. You must have money for a library. Well, 
I will leave you now, ami yaw. calm yourself and 
think things over, and to-morrow come and see 
me, bright and happy. That will be enchanting ! 
Well, good-bye, my angel. I.ct me kiss you." 

Marya Konstantinovna kissed Nadyezhda Fyodo- 
rovna on the forehead, made the sign of the cross 
over her. and softly withdrew. It was getting 
dark, and Olga lighted up in the kitchen. Still 
crying, Nadyezhda Fyodorovna went into the bed- 
room and lay down on the bed. She beghn to be 
very feverish. She undressed without getting up, 
crumpled up her clothes at her feet, and curled 
herself up under the bedclothes. She was thirsty, 
and there was no one to give her something to 
drink. 

" ril pay it back !" she said to herself, and it 
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scetned to her in delirium that she was sitting 
beside some sick woman, and recognized her as 
herself. “Til pay it back. It would be stupid 
to imagine that it was for money I . . . I will go 
away and send him the money from Petersburg. 
At first a hundred . . . then another hundred . . . 
and then the third hundred. ..." 

It was late at night when Laevsky c:imc in. 

" At first a hundred ...” Nadyezhda Fyodo- 
rovna .-^aitl to him, " then another hundred . . ." 

" You ought to take some quinine,” he said, 
and thought, "To-morrow is Wednesday; the 
steamer goes and 1 am not going in it. So 1 shall 
have lu go on living here till Saturday." 

Nadyezhda Fyodorovna knelt up in bed. 

" I didn’t say anything just now, did I ?" she 
asked, smiling and screwing up her eyes at the light. 

" Xu. nothing. We shall haw to send for the 
doctor t(j-morrow morning. Go to sleep." 

He look his pillow and went to the door. Ever 
since he had finally made up his mind to go away 
and lea\'e Nadyezhda Fyodorovna, she had begun 
to raise in him pity and a sense of guilt ; he felt a 
little ashamed in her presence, as though in the 
presence of a sick or old horse whom one has 
decided to kill. He stopped in the doorway and 
looked I'ftund at her. 

" 1 was out of humour at the picnic and said 
something rude to you. Forgive me, for God’s 
sake !" 

Saying this, he went off to his study, lay down, 
and for a long while could not get to sleep. 

Next morning when Samoylenko, attired, as it 
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was a holiday, in full-dross uniform with epaulettes 
on his shouiders and decorations on his breast, 
came out of the bedroom after feeling Nadyezhda 
Fyodorovnas pulse and looking at Iut tongue, 
Laevsky, who wiis standing in the cloorwa\-, asked 
him anxiously : " Well ? Well ?” 

There was an expression of terror, of extreme 
uneasiness, arid of hope on his face. 

" Don't worry yourself; there's nothing danger- 
ous,” said Samoylenko; ” it’s the usual fever.” 

” I don’t mean that.” Laevsky frowneil im- 
patiently. ” Have you ged the money ?" 

” My dear soul, forgive me.” he whimpered, 
looking round at the door and overc(»me witli 
confusion. ” For (Jod’s sake, forgive me ! No 
one has anything to- spare, and I’ve only been able 
to collect by five- and by ten-rouble notis. . . . 
Only a hundred and ten in ail. To-day I II speak 
to someone else. Have patience.” 

” But Saturday is the latest date,” whis]UTed 
Laevsky, trembling with imi)atience. ” K3 all 
that's sacred, gel it bv Saturday ! If I don't get 
away by Saturday, nothing’s any use, nothing ! 
I can't understand how a elector can be without 
money !’ 

” Lord have mercy on us !” Samoylenko 
whispered rapidly and intensely, and there was 
positively a breaking note in his throat. "I've 
been stripped of everything; I am ow'ed seven 
thousand, and I'm in debt all round. Is it my 
■fault?” 

” Then you’ll get it by Saturday ? Yes ?” 

”ni try.” 



THE DUEL 85 

" I implore you, my dear fellow ! So that the 
money may be in my hands by Friday morning !" 

Samoylenko sat down and prescribed solution of 
quinine and kalii bromati and tincture of rhubarb, 
tinctune gentianje, aqiijc famiculi — all in one 
mixture, added some pink syrup to sweeten it, 
and went awav. 


XI. 

" You look as though you were coming to 
arrest me," said Von Koivn. seeing Samovlcnko 
coming in. in his full-dress uniform. 

*' 1 was i)assing by and thought: ‘ Suppose I go 
in and pay my res])ccts to zoology,' ” said Samoy- 
lenko, sitting down at the big table, knocked to- 
gether bj' the zoologist hinLself out of jJain boards. 
" Ciood-morning, holy father." lie said to the 
deacon, who was sitting in the window, copying 
something. " 1*11 stay a minute and then run 
home to see about dinner. It’s time. ... I’m 
not hindering \'ou ?" 

" Xot' in the least," answered the zoologist, 
laying out (n’or the table slips of paper covered 
with small writing. " We are busy copying." 

" AhJ . . . Oh, . my gO(»dness, my good- 
ness ! \ . ” sighed Samoylenko. He cautiously 
took up from the table a dusty book on which 
tliere was lying a dead dried spider, and said: 
'* Only fancy, though; some little green beetle is 
going about its business, when suddenly a monster 
like this swoo^is down upon it. I can fancy its 
terror." 
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" Yes, I suppose so." 

"Is poison given it to protect it from its 
enemies ?" 

" Yes, to protect it and enable it to attack." 

" To 1)0 sure, to be sure. . . . And everything 
in nature, my dear follows, is consistent and can 
be explained," siglied Samoylenko; "only I tell 
you what I don’t understand. You're a man of 
very great intellect, so explain it to me, please. 
There arc, yf)U know, little beasts no bigger than 
rats, rather handsome to look at, but nasty and 
immoral in the extreme, let me tell you. Suppose 
such a little beast is ninning in the woods. He 
sees a bird ; he catches it and devours it. He goes 
on and sees in the grass a nest of eggs ; he does not 
want to cat them* -he is not hungry, but yet he 
tastes one egg and scatters the others out of the 
nest with his paw. Then he meets a frog and 
begins to play with it; when he has tormented the 
frog he goes on licking himself and meets a beetle; 
he crushes the beetle w'ith his paw . . . and so he 
spoils and destroys everything on his way. . . . 
He creeps into other beasts’ holes, teais up the 
anthills, cracks the snail’s shell. If he meets a 
rat, he fights with it; if he meets a snake or a 
mouse, he must strangle it; and so the w\iole day 
long. Come, tell me; what is the use of a beast 
like that ? Why was he created ?” 

" I don’t know what animal you arc talking of." 
said V on Koren ; ' ' most likely one of the insecti vora. 
Well, he got hold of the. bird because it was in- 
cautious; he broke the nest of eggs because the 
bird was not skilful, had made the nest badly and.' 
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did not know how to conceal it. The frog probably 
liad some defect in its colouring or he would not 
hjivc seen it, and so on. Your little beast only 
destroys the weak, the unskilful, the careless — in 
fact, those who have defects which nature does not 
think fit to hand on to posterity. Only the 
cleverer, tlie strong(*r, the more careful and de- 
veloped survive; and so your little beast, without 
suspecting it, is serving the great ends of perfecting 
creation.*’ 

Yes, yes, yes. ... Ky the way, brother,” 
said Samoylenko carek^^sly, ” lend me a hundred 
roubles.” 

” Very good. There are some very interesting 
types among the insectivorous mammals. For 
instance, the mole is said to be useful because he 
devours noxious insec:ts. There is a story that 
some German sent William 1. a fur coat made of 
moleskins, and the Emperor ordered him to be 
reproved for having destroyed so great a number 
of useful animals. And yet the mole is not a bit 
less cruel than your little beast, and is very mis- 
-cliievous besides, as lie s|x»ils meadows terribly.'* 

Von Koren opened a box and took out a hundred- 
rouble note. 

" The mole has a powerful thorax, just like the 
bat,** lie went on, shutting the box; ” the bones 
and muscles are tremendously developed, the 
mouth is extraordinarily powerfully furnished. If 
it had the proportions of an elephant, it would be 
an all-destructive, invincible animal. It is in- 
teresting when two moles meet underground; they 
begin at once as though by agreement digging a 
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little platform; they need the platform in order 
to have a battle more conveniintly. When they 
have made it they enter upon a ferocious st niggle 
and fight till the weaker one falls. Take the 
hundred roubles," said V(»n Koien, dro])ping his 
voice, " but only on condition that Nou're not 
borrowing it for Laevsky." 

'* And if it-were for Laevsky.” cried Samoylenko. 
flaring up, what is that to you ?” 

" 1 can't give it to you for Laevsky. I know 
you like lending people money. You uould give 
it to Kerim, the brigand, if lu‘ were to ask you; 
but, excuse me?, I c an't a.ssist you in that din ction.” 

" Yes, it is for Laevsky I am asking it," said 
Samoylenko, standing up and waving his right 
arm. Yes ! For Laevsky ! And no one, fu rid 
or devil, has a right to dic tate to me how to dis- 
pose of my own money. It dotsii't suit you to 
lend it me ? No ?" 

Tlie deacon began Uiughing. 

" Don’t get exited, but ])e reasonable," said 
the zoologist. 'To show'er benefits on Mr. 
Laevsky is, to my thinking, as senseless as to water 
weeds or to feed locusts." 

" To my thinking, it is our duly to help our 
neighbours !" cried Samoylenko. 

"In that case, help that hungry Turk' who is 
lying under the fence ! He is a workman and more 
useful and indispensable than your Laevsky. Give 
him that hundred-rouble note ! Or subscribe a 
hundred roubles to my expedition !" 

" Will you give me the money or not ? 1 ask 

you r 
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"Tell me openlv: what does he want money 
for?" 

" It’s not a secret; lie wants to go to Petersburg 
on Saturday.” 

" So that is it !” Von Koren drawled out. 
*' Aha ! . . . We uiKlerstaml. And is she going 
with him, or how is it to be ?” 

” She's staying htae for the tim»\ rirnnige 

his affairs in Petersburg aiul send her the money, 
and then she'll g(j.'' 

" That’s smait !” said the zoologist, and hi* gave 
a short tenor laugh. ” Smart, well ]>lanned.’' 

He went rapidly up to Samoyli'iiko, and standing 
face iyj ftn:e with him, and looking him in the eyis, 
aski‘d: ” Tell mo now hon(.*stly: is he tired of her ? 
Yes ? tell me: is he tin^l of her ? Yes ?” 

" Yes,” Samuyleiiko articulated, beginning to 
perspire. 

” How repulsive it is !” said \'on Koren. and 
from his face it could be seen that he felt n-imlsion. 
“Out' of two things, Alexandr Davidilch: either 
you are in tlic plot with him. or, excuse my saying 
so, you are a sim])leton. Surely you must see 
that he is taking y«m in like a child in the most 
shameless way ? Why, it's as ch.-ar as day that he 
wants to get rid ol her and abandon her here. 
Slie’ll be K?ft a burden 611 you. It is as clear as day 
that you will have to send her to Petersburg at 
your expense. Surely your line friend can’t have 
so blinded you by his drizzling qualities that you 
can’t see the simplest thing ?” 

" That's all supposition,” said Samoylenko, 
sitting down. 
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" Supposition ? But why is he going alone 
instead of taking her with him ? And ask him 
why he doesn't send her off first. The sly beast !" 

Overcome with sudden doubts and suspicions 
about his friend, Samoylcnko weakened and took 
a humbler tone. 

" But it's impossible," he said, recalling the 
night Laevsky had spent at his house. " He is 
so unhappy !” 

" What of that ? Thieves and incendiaries are 
unhappy too !” 

" Even sii PI losing you are right ..." said 
Samoylcnko. hesitating. " Let us admit it. . . . 
Still, he’s a young man in a strange place ... a 
student. We have, been students, too, and there 
is no one but us to come to his assistance." 

"To help liim to do abominable things, because 
he and you at different times liavc been at universi- 
ties, and neither of you did anything there ! 
What nonsense !" 

" Stop; let us talk it over coolly. I imagine it 
will be possible to make some arrangement. ..." 
Samoylenko reflected, twiddling his fingers. " 1*11 
give iiim the money, you sec, but make him 
promise on his honour that within a week he*ll 
send Nadyezhda Fyodorovna the money for the 
journey." 

" And he'll give you his word of honour — in fact, 
he’ll shed tears and believe in it himself; but what's 
his word of hohour worth? He won't keep it, 
and when in a year or two you meet him on the 
Nevsky Prospect with a new mistress on his arm, 
he'll excuse himself on the ground that he has 
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been crippled by civilization, and that he is made 
after the pattern of Ruclin. Drop him, for God's 
sake ! Keep away from the filth; don't stir it up 
with botli hands !" 

Samoylenko thought for a minute and said 
resolutely: 

“ But I shall give him the money all the same. 
As you please. I can't bring mysell 10 reluse a 
man simply on an assumption." 

" Very fine, too. You can.kiss him if you like." 

" Give me the hundred roubles, then," Samoy- 
lenko asked timidly. 

" I won't." 

A silence followed. Samoylenko was (luitc 
crushed; his face wore a guilty, abashed, and in- 
gratiating expression, and it was strange to sec 
this pitiful, childish, shamefaced countenance on 
a huge man wearing epaulettes and orders of 
merit. 

" The bishop here got*s the round of his diocese 
on horseback instead of in a carriage," said the 
deacon, laying down his pen. " It's extremely 
touching to see him sit on his horse. His sim- 
plicity and humility arc full of Biblical grandeur." 

" Is he a good man ?" asked Von Koren, who was 
glad to cjiange the conversation. 

" Of course ! If he hadn’t been a good man, do 
you suppose he would have been consecrated a 
bi-hop ?” 

" Among the bishops are to be found good and 
gifted men,” said Von Koren. " The only draw-; 
back is that some of them have the weakness to 
imagine themselves statesmen. One busies him- 
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self with Kussification, another criticizes the 
scit'iiccs. That's not their business. They liad 
much better look into their consistory a little.” 

■' A layman cannot judge of bishcos.” 

” Why so, deacon ? A bishop is a man just the 
same as you or 1.” 

” The same, but not the same.” The deacon 
was offended and took up his ]H‘n. ” If you had 

been the same, the Divine CJrace woultl have rested 
upon you, and you would have been bishop your- 
self; and since you are not bislioj), if follows you 
arc not the same.” 

” Don't ti'ilk nonsense, deacon.” said Samoy- 
lenko dejectedly. ” Listen to what I suggest.” he 
said, turning to Von Koren. ” D<)n't give me that 
hundred roubles. You'll be having your' dinnem 
with nio for three months belore the winter, so let 
me have the money beforehand for three months.” 

” I won'i.” 

Samoyleiiko blinked and lurnetl crimson; he 
me< hanically drew towards him tin* book \cilli the 
spider on it and looked at it, then he got up and 
took his hai;. 

\'on Koren felt sorry for him. 

” What it is to have to live and do with people 
like this,” said the zoologist, and he kicked a paper 
into the corner with indignation. ”\ou must 
understand that this is not kindness, it is not love, 
but cowardice, slackness, poison ! What s gained 
by reason is lost by your flabby good-for-nothing 
hearts ! When I was ill with typhoid as a scliool- 
boy. my aunt in her sympathy gave me pickled 
mushrooms to cat, and I very nearly died. You, 



THE DUEL 


93 

and my aunt too, must understand that love for 
man is not to be found in the heart or the stomach 
or the bowels, but here !” 

Von Keren slaj»pi d himself on the forehead. 

“ Take it,” he said, and thrust a hundred-rouble 
note into his hand. 

” \ou've no need to be angry, Kolya,” said 
Samoylenko mildly, folding up tlio ” 1 ijiiite 

understand you, but . . . you must put youi'self 
in my place.” 

” You are an old woman, that's what you are.” 

Tlie deacon burst (ml laughing. 

” Hear my last leiiuest, Ale.vaiidr J)avidiich,” 
said Von Koren holly. ” When you give that 
scoundrel the money, make it a condition that ho 
takes his lady with him. or sends her on ahead, and 
don't give it him witlujut. There’s no neid to 
stand on ceremony with him. Tell him .so, or, if 
you don’t, I give you my word I'll go to his 
oflice and kick Jiini dowaslaii's, and I’ll break off 
all acquaintance with vou. So you’d bettor know 
it.” 

” Well ! To go with lier or send her on before- 
hand will be. more convenient for him,” said 
Samoylenko. ” lie’ll be delighted indeed. Well, 
good-bye.” 

He said good-bye affectionately and went out, 
but before shutting the door after him, he looked 
round at Von Koren and, with a ferocious face, 
said: 

“ It’s the Germans who have ruined you, 
brother ! Yes ! The Germans !" 
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XII. 

Next day, Thursday, Marya KonstantiuDvna was 
celebrating the birthday of her Kostya. All were 
invited to come at midday and eat pies, and in the 
evening to drink chocolate. W'hen Laevsky and 
Nadyezhda Fyodorovna arrived in the evening, 
the zoologist, who was already sitting in the 
drawing-room, drinking chocolate, asked Samoy- 
lenko : 

" Have you talked to him ?" 

*' Not yet.” 

” Mind now, don't stand on ceremony. I can't 
understand tlic insolence of these people ! Why, 
they know perfectly well the view taken by this 
fiimily of their cohabitation, and yet they force 
themselves in here.” 

" If one is to pay attention to every prejudice,” 
said Samoylcnko, ” one could go nowhere.” 

'■ l!)o you mean to say that the repugnance felt 
by the masses for illicit love and moral laxity is a 
prejudice ?” 

” Of course it is. It's prejudice and hate. When 
the soldiers see a girl of light behaviour, they laugh 
and whistle; but just ask them what they are 
themselves.” 

” It’s not for nothing they whistle. The fact 
that girls strangle their illegitimate children and 
go to prison for it, and that Anna Karenin flung 
herself under the train, and that in the villages 
they smear the gates with tar, and that you and I, 
without knowing why, are pleased by Katya's 
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purity, and that every one of us feels a vague 
craving for pure love, though he knows there is no 
such love — is all that prejudice ? That is the one 
thing, brother, which has survived intact from 
natural selection, and, if it were not for that 
obscure force regulating the relations of the sexes, 
the Laevskys would have it all their own way, 
and mankind would degenerate in tw*» years/' 

Laevsky came into the drawing-room, greeted 
everyone, and shaking hands with Von Koren, 
smiled ingratiatingly. He waited for a favourable 
moment and said to Samoylenko : 

** Excuse me, Alexandr Daviditch, I must say- 
two v*uids to you." 

Samoylenko got up, put his arm round Laevsky's 
w'aist, and both of them went into Nikodim 
Alexandritch's study. 

" To-morrow's Friday," said Laevsky, biting his 
nails. " Have you got what you promised ?” 

" I've only got two hundred. Til get the rest 
to-day or to-morrow. Don’t worry yourself.” 

" Thank God ..." sighed Laevsky, and his 
hands began trembling with joy. " You are 
saving me, Alexandr Daviditch, and I swear to you 
by God, by my happiness and anything you like. 
I'll send you the money as soon as I arrive. And 
I'll send 5'ou my old debt too." 

" Look here, Vanya ..." said Samoyltnko, 
turning crimson and taking him by the button. 
" Vou must forgive my meddling in your 
private affairs,- but . . . why shouldn't you take 
Nadyezhda Fyodorovna with you ?" 

" You queer fellow. How is that possible ? 
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Ono of us must stay, or our creditors will raise an 
outcry. You see, I owe seven hunched or more 
to the shops. Only wait, and I will send tJiem the 
money. I'll stoj) their mouths, and then she can 
come away." 

" 1 see. . . . But why shouldn’t you send her 
on first ?" 

" My goodness, as tlumgh that were, possible !" 
Laevsky was horrified. " Why, slie's a woman; 
what would she do there ahme ? What does .she 
know about it ? 'rhat would only be a loss of 
time and a useless waste of money." 

“ That's reasonable ..." thought Samoyhmko, 
but remembering his conversation wath Von Korcii, 
he lo(jked down and said sulleiilv: " I can’t agree 
with you. Either go with her or send her first; 
otherwise . . . otherwise I w'on’t give you the 
money. Those are my last words. . . .*' 

He staggered back, lurched backwards against 
the. door, and went into the drawing-room, crimson, 
and overccanc with confusion. 

"Friday . . Friday," thought Laevsky, going 
back into the drawdng-room. " Friday. . . ." 

He. was handed a cup of chocolate ; he burnt his 
lips and tongue wdth the scalding chocolate and 
thought: "Friday . . . Friday. . . ." 

h'or some reason he could not get tiie word 
" Friday " out of his head; he could think of 
nothing but Friday, and the only thing that was 
clear to him, not in his brain but somewhere in his 
heart,, was that he would not get off on Saturday. 
Before him stood Nikodim Alexandritch, very neat, 
with his hair combed over his temples, saying: 
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" Please lake something to cat. . . 

Marya Konstantinovna showed the visitors 
Katya’s school reiKnt and said, drawling: frJ 

“ It’s VL-ry. vcTv difficult to do well at school 
nowadays ! So much is expected . . 

“ Mamma !" groaned Katya, not knowing where 
to hide lier confusion at the i)raises of the company. 

Laevsky. U»o. lookid at the. repoil cUid piaiscd 
it. Sciipliirr, Russian language, conduct, fives 
and fours, danced before his eyes, and all tliis, 
mixed witli the lianniing refrain of Friday,” with 
the carefully < ombed locks of Nikodim Alexan- 
dritch and the n d clu'eks of Katya, profhn ed on 
him a sensation of siuh immemse overwlielming 
bnre<h»m that lie almost shrieked with di*spair and 
asked hiinsell': “ Is it ]>ossible, is it possible 1 shall 
not gi t away ?” 

They j)ut two ('ard tables side by side and sat 
down lo )jlay post. Laevsky sat down too. 

” Friday . . . Fiiday ...” he kept thinking, 
as he sniih'd and took a pencil out of his ])ocket. 
” Friday. ...” 

He wanted to think over his position, and was 
afraid to think. It was terrible to him to realize 
that the docti'r had detected him in the deception 
which he had so long and carefully concealed from 
himself.* Every time he thought of his future he 
would not let his thoughts have, full rein. He 
would get into the train and set off, and thereby 
the problem of his life would be solved, and he did 
not let his thoughts go farther. Like a far-away 
dim liglit in the fields, the thought sometimes 
flickered in his mind that in one of the side-streets 
. « 7 
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of Petersburg, in the remote future, he would have 
to have recourse to a tiny lie in order to get rid of 
■Nadyezhda Fyodorovna and pay his debts; he 
would tell a lie only once, and then a completely 
new life would begin. And that was right : at the 
price of a small lie he would win so much truth. 

Now when by his blunt refusal the doctor had 
crudely hinted at his deception, he began to under- 
stand that he would need deception n<^t only in 
the remote future, but to-day, and to-morrow, 
and in a month s time, and perhai)s up to the 
very end of his life. In fact, in order to get away 
he would have to lie to Nadyezhda Fyodorovna, 
to his creditors, and to his superiors in the Service; 
then, in order to get money in Petersburg, he 
would have to lie to his mother, to tell her that 
he had already broken with Nadyezhda Fyodo- 
rovna; and his mother wmld not give him more 
than five hundred rouble.s, so he had already 
deceived the doctor, as he would not be in a 
position to pay him back the money within a 
short time. Afterwards, when Nadyezhda Fyo- 
dorovna came to Petersburg, he would have to 
resort to a regular series of deceptions, little and 
big, in order to get free of her; and again there 
would be tears, boredom, a disgusting existence, 
remorse, and so there would be no new life. 
Deception and nothing more. A whole mountain 
of lies rose before Laevsky's imagination. To 
leap over it at one bound and not to do his lying 
piecemeal, he would have to bring himself to 
stern, uncompromising action; for instance, to 
getting up without saying a word, putting on his 
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hat, and at once setting oil without money and 
without explanation. But Lnex-sky felt that was 
impossible for him. 

" Friday, Friday . . he thought. " Friday " 

They wrote little notes, folded them in two, 
and put them in Nikodim Alexandritch's old 
top-hat. When there were a sufficient heap of 
notes, Kostya, who acted the part of postman, 
walked round the table and delivered them. The 
deacon. Katya, and Kostya, who received amusing 
notes and tried to write as funnily as they could, 
were highly delighted. 

“ We must have a little talk," Nadyezhda 
Fyodorovna read in a little note; she glanced at 
Marya Konstantinovna, who gave her an almond- 
oily smile and nodded. 

"Talk of what?" thought Nadyezhda Fyo- 
dorovna. " If one can't tell the whole, it's no 
use talking." 

Before going out for the evening she had tied 
Laevsky’s cravat for him, and that simple action 
filled her soul with tenderness and sorrow. The 
anxiety in his face, his absent-minded looks, his 
pallor, and the incomprehensible change that had 
taken place in him of late, and the fact that she 
had a teprible revolting secret from him, and the 
fact that her hands trembled when she tied his 
cravat — all this seemed to tell her that they had 
not long left to be together. She looked at him 
as though he were an ikon, with terror and peni- 
tence, and thought: "Forgive, forgive." 

Opposite her was sitting Atchmianov, and he 
never took his black, love-sick eyes off her. She 
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was stirred by passion ; she was ashamed of herself, 
and afraid that even her misery' and sorrow would 
not prevent her from yielding to impure desire to- 
morrow, if not to-day — and that, like a drunkard, 
she would not have the strength to stop herself. 

She made up her mind to go away that she might 
not continue this life, shameful for herself, and 
humiliating for Laevsky. She would beseech liim 
with tears to let her go; and if he opposed her, she 
W'ould go away secretly. She would not tell Jiini 
what had happened; let him keep a pure memory 
of her. 

I love you. 1 love you, 1 love you,’* she read. 
It w’as from Atchmianov. 

She would live in some far remote place, would 
work and send Laevsky, “ anonymously,*’ money, 
embroidered shirts, and tobacco, and would return 
to him only in old age or if he were dangerously 
ill and nec:ded a nurse. When in liis old rige he 
learned what were her reasons h)r leaving him and 
refusing to be his wife, he would appreciate her 
sacrifice and forgive. 

" You've got a long nose.*' That must be from 
the deacon or Kostya. 

Nadyezhda Fyodorovna imagined how, parting 
from Laevsky, she would embrace him warmly, 
would kiss his hand, and would swear to love him 
all her life, all her life, and then, living in obscurity 
' among strangers, she would every day think that 
somewhere she had a friend, someone she loved — 
a pure, noble, lofty man who kept a pure memory 
of her. 

"If you don’t give me an interview to-day, 1 



THE DUEL 


lOI 


shall take measures, I assure you on my word of 
honour. You can’t treat decent people like this; 
you must understand that.” That was from 
Kirilin. 


XIII. 

Laevsky received two notes; he ''piued one and 
read: " Don't go away, niy darling.” 

” Who coulcl have written that ?” he thought. 

Not Samoylenko, of ccnirse. And not the deacon, 
for ho doesn’t know I want to go away. Von 
Koreii, perluii)s?” 

I lie zoologist bent over the table and drew a 
pyramid. Laevsky fancied that his eyes were 
smiling. 

” Most likely Samoylenko . . . has been gossip- 
ing,” thought Laevsky- 

In the otluT note, in the same disguised angular 
handwriting with long tails to the letters, was 
written: ” Somebody won’t go away on Saturday,” 

” A stui)id gibe,” thought Laevsky. ” Friday, 
Friday. ...” 

Something rose in his throat. He touched his 
collar and coughed, but instead of a cough a 
laugh broke from Jiis throat. 

” Hif-ha-ha !” he laughed. ” Ha-ha-ha ! What 
am I laughing at ? Ha-ha-ha !” 

He tried to restrain himself, covered his mouth 
with his hand, but the laugh choked his chest and 
throat, and his hand could not cover his mouth. 

” How stupid it is !” he thought, rolling with 
laughter. ” Have I gone out of my mind ?’' 
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The laugh grew shriller and shriller, and became 
something like the bark^of a lap-dog. Laovsky. 
tried to get up from the table, but his legs would 
not obey him and his right hand was strangely, 
without his volition, dancing on the table, con- 
vulsively clutching and crumpling up the bits 
of paper. He saw looks of wonder, Samoylenko's 
grave, frightened face, and the eyes of the zoologist 
full of cold irony and disgust, and realized that he 
was in hysterics. 

" How hideous, how shameful !’* he thought, 
feeling the warmth of loais on his face. “. . . Oh, 
oh, what a disgrace ! Jt has never liappened 
to me. . . 

They took him under his arms, and supporting 
his head from, behind, led him away; a glsiss 
gleamed before his eyes and knocked against his 
teeth, and the water was spilt on his breast; he 
was in a little room, nith two beds in the middle, 
side by side, covorvcl by two snow-white quilts. 
He dropped on one of the beds and sobbed. 

" It s nothing, it's nothing," Samoylenko kept 
saying; " it does happen ... it does happen. . . ." 

Chill with horror, trembling all over and dread- 
ing something awful, Nadyezhda Fyodorovna 
stood bv the bedside and kept asking: 

" What is it ? What is it ? For God's sake, 
tell me.” 

"Can Kirilin have written him something?" 
she thought. 

"It’s nothing,” said Laevsky, laughing and 
crying; " go away, darling.” 

His face expressed neither hatred nor repulsion: 



THE DUEL 


103 

so he knew nothing: Nadyezhda Fyodorovna was 
somewhat reassured, and she went into the draw- 
ing-room. 

“ Don’t agitate yourself, my dear!” said Marya 
Konstantino^’na, sitting down beside her and 
taking her hand. ” It will pass. Men are just 
as weak as we poor sinners. You are botli going 
through a crisis. . . . One can so well under- 
stand it ! Well, my dear, I am waiting for an 
answer. Let us have a little talk.” 

” No, wc are not going to talk,” said Nadyezhda 
Fyodorovna, listening to Laevsky's sobs. " I 
feel depressed. ... You must allow mo to go 

hojiie.” 

” What do you mean, w’hat do you mean, my 
dear?” cried Marya Konstantinovna in alarm. 
" Do you think I could let you go without supper ? 
We will have something to eat, and then you may 
go with my blessing.” 

“ I feel miserable . . .” whispered Nadyezhda 
Fyodorovna, and she caught at the arm of the 
chair with both hands to avoid falling. 

" He’s got a touch of hysterics,” said Von Koren 
gaily, coming into the drawing-room, but seeing 
Nadyezhda Fyodorovna, he was taken aback 
and retreated. 

Whcli the attack w^as over, Laevsky sat on the 
strange bed and thought. 

” Disgraceful ! I’ve been howling like some 
wretched girl ! I must have been absurd and 
disgusting. I will go away by the back stairs. . . . 
But that would seem as though I took my h^'st erics 
too seriously. I ought to take it as a joke. . . 
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He looked in the looking-glass, sat there for 
some time, and wont back into the drawing- 
room. 

" Here I am,” he said, smiling; he felt agoniz- 
ingly ashamed, and he felt otliers were ashamed 
in his presence, ” Fancy such a thing happen- 
ing,” he said, sitting down. ” I was sitting lierc, 
and all of a sudden, do you know, I felt a terrible 
pieicing pain in my side . . . uiieiuliirable, my 
nerves could not stand it, and . . . and it led 
to this silly performance Tliis is the age of 
nerves; there is no lielp for it.” 

At su]»per he drank some wine, and, from time 
to time, with an abrupt sigh rubbed his .sidt' as 
though to suggest that he still felt the pain. 
And no one, .except Nadyezhda l''yodorovna, 
believed him, and he saw that. 

AftiT nine o’clock they went for a walk on the 
boulevard. Nadyozhda J^'yodorovna, afraid that 
Kirilin would speak to her, did her best to keep 
all tlie time beside Marya Konstantinovna and the 
children. She felt weak witli fear and misery, 
and felt she w’as going to be fexerish; slie was 
exhausted and her legs would hardly move, but 
she did not go home, because slie felt sure that she 
would be followed by Kirilin or Atchmianov or 
both at once. Kirilin walked behind htA- with 
Nikodim Alexandritch, and kept humming in an 
undertone : 

" I don't al-low people to play with me ! I 
don't al-low it.” 

From the boulevard they went back to the 
pavilion and walked along the beach, and looked 
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lor a long time at the phosphorescence on the 
water. Von Koren began telling them why it 
looked phosphorescent. 


XIV. 

“ It'.s time 1 went to my vinL . Thej' will 
be waiting for me,” said Laevsky. “ (lood-bye, 
my friends.” 

" I'll come with you; wait a minute,” said 
Nadye/hda Eyodorovna, and she took his arm. 

They said good-bye to the companj' and went 
away. Kirilin took leave too, and saying that 
he was going the same way, went along beside 
them. 

” What will be, will be," thought Nadyezhda 
Eyodorovna. " So be it. . . .” 

And it seemed to her that all the evil memories 
in her head had taken shape and were walking 
beside her in the darkness, breathing heavily, 
W'hile she, like a lly that had fallen into the inkpot, 
was crawling painfully along the pavement and 
smirching Laevsky 's side and arm with blackness. 

If Kirilin should do anything horrid, she thought, 
not he but she would be to blame for it. There 
was a thne when no man would have talked to 
her as Kirilin had done, and she had torn up her 
security like a thread and destroyed it irrevocably 
— who was to blame for it ? Intoxicated by her 
passions she had smiled at a complete stranger, 
probably just because he was tall and a tine figure. 
After two meetings she w'as weary of him, had 



io6 THE TALES OF TCHEHOV . 


thrown him over, and did not that, she thought 
now, give him the right to treat her as he 
chose ? 

“ Here ril say good-bye to yon, darling,” said 
Laevsky. *' Ilya Mihalitdi wiil see you home.” 

He nodded to Kirilin, and, quickly crossing the 
boulevard, walked along the street to Shc-shkov- 
sky's, where there were lights in the windows, and. 
then they heard the gate bang as he went in. 

Allow me to have an explanation with yon," 
said Kirilin. " I'm not a boy. not some Atehkasov 
or T-atclikasov, Zatchkasov. ... I demand seri- 
ous attention.” 

Nadyezhda Fyodorovna's heart began beating 
violently. She made no reply. 

" The abrupt change in your behaviour to me 
I put down at first to coquetry,” Kirilin went on; 

” now I see that you don’t know how to behave 
with gentlemanly people. You simply wanted to 
play with me, as you are playing with that wretched 
Armenian bey; but I'm a gentleman aiKl I insist 
on being treated like a gentleman. And so I am 
at your service. ...” 

” I'm miserable,” said Nadyezhda Fyodorovna 
beginning to cry, and to hide her tears she turned 
away. 

"I'm miserable too,” said Kirilin, "but what 
of that ?” 

Kirilin w'as silent for a space, then he said 
distinctly and emphatically: 

” 1 repeat, madam, that if you do not give me ' 
an inter\new this evening. I'll make a scandal 
this very evening.” 
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" Let me off this evening," said Nadyezhda 
Fyodorovna, and she did not recognize her own 
voice, it was so weak and pitiful. 

" I must give you a lesson. . . . Excuse me 
for the roughness of my tone, but it's necessary 
to give you a lesson. Yes, I regret to saj' I must 
give you a lesson. 1 insist on two interviews — 
to-day and to-morrow. After to nioiiow you 
are perfectly free and can go wherever you like 
with anyone you choose. To-day and to-morrow." 

Nadyezhda Fyodorovna went up to her gate 
and stopped. 

** Let me go," she murmured, trembling all over 
and seeing nothing before her in the darkness but 
his white tunic. "You're right: I'm a horrible 
woman. ... I'm to blame, but let me go . . . 
1 beg you.” She touched his cold hand and 
shuddered. ” I beseech you. . . 

” Alas !” sighed Kirilin, ” alas ! it's not part of 
my plan to let you go; 1 only mean to give you a 
lesson and make you realize. And what's more, 
madam. I've too little faith in women.” 

"I'm miserable. . . ." 

> Nadyezhda Fyodorovna listened to the even 
splash of the sea, looked at the sky studded with 
stars, and longed to make haste and end it all, 
and get-away from the cursed sensation of life, 
with its sea, stars, men, fever. 

” Only not in my home," she said coldly 

Take me somewhere else." 

” Come to Muridov's. That's better.” 

” Where's that ?" 

” Near the old wall.” 
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She walked quickly along the street and then 
turned into the side-street that led towards the 
mountains. It was dark. There were pale 
streaks of light here and there on the pavement, 
from tlie lighted windows, and it seemed to her 
that, like a ily, she kept falling into the ink and 
crawling out into the light again. At one point 
he stumbled, almost foil down and burst out 
laughing. 

He's drunk,” thought Nadyozhda Fyodorovna. 
"Nevermind. . . . Nevermind. . . . So be it.” 

Atchmianov, too, soon t«)ok leave of the party 
and followed Nadyezhda l''yodorovna to her 
to go for a row. He went to her house and looked 
over the fence; the windows were wide oi)en, there 
w'ere no lights. 

" Nadyezhda Fyodorovna !” he called 
• A moment passed, he called again. 

” Who’s there ?” he heard Olga’s voice. 

” Is Nadyezhda home ?” 

” No, she has not come in yet.” 

" Strange . . , very strange,” thought Atch- 
mianov, ft^eling very uneasy. " She went 
home. ...” 

He walked along the boulevard, then along the 
street, and glanced in at the windows of Sheshkov- 
sky's. Laevsky was sitting at the table* without 
his coat on, looking attentively at his cards. 

'■ Strange, strange,” iiiuttcTcd Atchmianov, and 
remembering Laevsky's hysterics, he felt ashamed. 
" If she is not at home, where is she ?” 

He went to Nadyezhda Fyodorovna's lodgings 
again, and looked at the dark windows. 
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" It's a cheat, a cheat . . he thought^ 
remembering that, meeting him at midday at 
Marya Koastjintinovna’s, she had promised to 
go in a boat with him that evening. 

The windows of the house where Kirilin lived 
were dark, and there was a jwliceman sitting 
asleep on a little bench at the gate. I'lverytliing 
was clear to Atchmianov when he looked at the 
windows and the ]H)liceman. lie made up his 
mind to go home, and set oif in that directi<»n, but 
sonu'how found himself in\ar Xadyezhda l\vo- 
doroviia’s lodgings again. He sat down on the 
bench near the gate and took off his hat, fi*cling 
that iil.'s head was burning with jealousy and 
resentment. 

The clock in the town church only struck twice 
in the twenty-four hours— at midday and mid- 
night. Soon after it struck midnight he heard 
hurried footsteps. 

" To-morrow evening, then,, again at Muridov's,'^ 
Atclimian(»v heard, and he recognized Kirilin's 
voice. "At eight o'clock; good-bye!" 

Nach'czhda Fyodorovna made her appearance 
near the garden. Without noticing that Atch- 
mianov was sitting on the bench, she passed beside 
him like a shadow, opened the gate, and leaving 
ft open, ■^vent into thc'liouse. In her own room 
she liglitod the. candle and quickly undressed, 
but instead of getting into bed, she sank on her 
knees before a chair, flung her arms round it, and 
rested her head on it. 

It was past two when Laevsky came home. 
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Having made up his mind to lie, not all at once 
i)iit piecemeal, I-aevsky went soon after one o'clock 
next day to Samoylenko to ask for the money that 
he might be sure to get off on Saturday. After 
his hysterical attack, which had added an acute 
feeling of shame to his depressed state of mind, it 
was unthinkable to remain in the town. If 
Samoylenko should insist on his conditions, he 
thought it would be possible to agree to them and 
take the money, and next day, just as he was 
starting, to say that Nadyezhda Fyodorovna 
refused to go. He- would be able to persuade her 
that evening that the whole arrangement would 
be for her benefit. If Samoylenko, who was 
obviously under the influence of Von Koren, 
should refuse the money iiltogether or make fresh 
conditions, then be, Laevsky, would go off that 
very evening in a cargo vessel, or even in a sailing- 
boat, to Novy Athon or Novorossiisk, would send 
from there an humiliating telegram, and would 
stay there till his mother sent him the money for 
the journey. 

When he went into Samoylenko 's, he found 
Von Koren in the drawing-room. The zoologist 
had just arrived for dinner, and, as usual, was 
turning over the album and scrutinizing the 
gentlemen in top-hats and. the ladies in caps. 

** How very unlucky !" thought Laevsky, seeing 
him. He may be in the way. Good-morning." 
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Good-morning," answered Von Korcn, with- 
out looking at him. 

" Is Alexandr Daviditch at home ?" 

" Yes, in the kitchen." 

Lae\'sky went into the kitchen, but seeing 
from the door that Samoylenko was busy over 
the salad, he went back into the drawing-room and 
sat down. He always had a feeling of awkward- 
ness in the zoologist's presence, and now he was 
afraid there w<mld be talk about his attack of 
hysterics. There was more than a minute of 
silence Von Koren suddenly raised his eyes to 
Laevsky and asked: 

" How do you feel after yesterday ?" 

" Very well indeed," said Laevsky, flushing. 
" It roaily was nothing much. ..." 

" Until yesterday I thought it was only ladies 
who had hysterics, and so at first I thought you 
had St. Vitns’.s dance." 

Laevsky smiled ingratiatingly, and thought : 

" How indelicate on his part ! He knows quite 
well how unpleasant it is for me. ..." 

" Yes, it was a ridiculous performance," he 
said, still smiling. " I’ve been laughing over it 
the wdiole morning. What’s so curious in an 
attack of hysterics is that you know it is absurd, 
and are faughing at it in your heart, and at the 
same time .you sob. In our neurotic age we are 
the slaves of our nerves; they are our masters 
and do as they like with us. Civilization has 
■ done us a bad turn in that way. . . .” 

As Laevsky talked, he felt it disagreeable that 
Von Koren listened to him gravely, and looked 
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at him steadily and attentively as though studying 
him; and lie was vexed with himself that in spite 
of his dislike of Von Koren, he could not banish 
the ingratiating smile from his face. 

" 1 mast admit, though/’ he added, " that there 
were immediate caases for the attack, and quite 
suliicient ones too. My health has In'cn terribly 
shaky of late. To which one inu^t add boredom, 
const. intly being hard up . . . tlie absence of 
people and general inlensts. . . . M3' position 

is worse than a governor’s.” 

” Ves, 3’our iiosition is a hopeless one,” answered 
Von Koren. 

These calnr, cold words, implying something 
between a jeer and an unin\'ited prediction, 
offended Laevsky. He recalled the zoologist's 
eyes the evening before, full of mockery and disgust. 
He was silent for a s])ace anti then asked, no longer 
smiling : 

” How do \'oii know ain thing of my position ?” 

” You were only jast speaking of it yourself. 
Besides, your friends take such a warm interest 
in yoii, that 1 am he.^riug about you all day long.” 

” What friends ? bamovlenko, I suppose ?” 

” Yes, he too.” 

“ I would ask Alexandr Daviditch and my 
friends in general not to trouble so much about 
me.” 

" Here is Samoylenko; you had better ask him 
not to trouble so much about you.” 

” I don't understand your tone,” Laevsky 
muttered, suddenly feeling as though he had only 
just realized that the zoologist hated and despised 
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him, and was jeering at him, and was his bitterest 
and most inveterate enemy. 

“ Keep that tone {or someone else,” he said 
softly, unable to speak aloud for the haired with 
which his ( hest and throat were choking, as they 
had been the night before with laughter. 

Samoyleiiko came in in his shirt-sleeves, crimson 
and perspiring from the stifling kiteb-n. 

■'All. you here?” he said. " fiood-morning, 
my dear boy. Have you had dinner ? Don’t 
stand on ceremony. Have you had dinner ?” 

" Alexandr Daviditrli.” said Laevsky. standing 
u]), " though 1 did ap]ieal to you to help iiu* in a 
privaL mailer, it did not follow that I released 
you from the obligaticni of discretion and respect 
for other ]HM)ple’s private al'fairs." 

“ What’s this ?** asked Samoylenko, in asionish- 
mvni . 

“ If you have no mone}’,” J.aevsky went on, 
raising his voice and shifting from one foot to 
the other in his excitement, " ilon’t give it; refuse 
it. But why spread abroad in every back street 
that my positiiui is hopeless, and all the rest of 
it ? I can’t endure such benevolence and friend's 
assistance where there’s a shillings-worth of talk 
for a lia’p'orlb of help ! You can boast of your 
• benevofcncc as much as you please, but no one 
has given you the right to gossip about my private 
affairs !” 

“What private affairs?" asked Samoylenko, 
puzzled and beginning to be angry. “ If you’ve 
come here to be abusive, you had better clear out. 
You can come again afterwards !" 

II 


8 
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He remembered the nile that when one is angry 
with one’s neighbour, one must begin to count 
a hundred, and one will grow calm again; and he 
began rapidly counting. 

" I beg you not to trouble yourself about me,*' 
Laevsky went on. “ Don't pay any attention 
to me, and whose business is it what I do and how 
I liv(? ? Yes, I want to go away. Yes, I get into 
debt, I drink, 1 am living with another man's wife. 
I'm hysterical, I’m ordinary. I am not so pro- 
found as some people, but whose business is tliat ? 
Respect other jx>ople's privacy.*' 

Excuse me, brother," said Samoylenko, who 
had counted up to thirty-five, " but ..." 

" Respect other people's individuality !" inter- 
rupted Laevsky.* "This continual gossip about 
other people’s affairs, this sighing and groaning 
and everlasting prying, this eavcsdroppijig, this 
friendly sympatliy . . . damn it till ! Tliey lend me 
money and make conditions as though I were a 
schoolboy ! I am treated as the devil know*< what ! 
1 don’t want anything," shouted Laevsky, stagger- 
ing with excitement and afraid that it might 
end in another attack of hysterics. " I shan't 
get away on Saturday, then," flashed through 
hia mind. " I want nothing. All I ask of you 
is tr) spare me your protecting care. • I'm not 
a boy, and I'm not mad, and I beg you to leave 
off looking after me." 

The deacon came in, and seeing Laevsky pale 
and g^ticulating, addressing his strange speech to 
the portrait of Prince Vorontsov, stood still by 
the door as though petrified. 
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" This continual prying into my soul/' Laevsky 
went on, " is insulting to my human dignity, and 
I beg these volunteer detectives to give up their 
spying ! Enough !*' 

"What's that . . . what did you say?” said 
Samoylenko, who had counted up to a hundred. 
He turned crimson and went up to Laevsky. 

“ It's enough,” said Laevsky, breathing hard 
and snatching up his cap. 

" I’m a RiLssian doctor, a nobleman by birth, 
and a civil councillor,” said Samoylenko emphatic-, 
ally. " I’ve never been a spy, and I allow no 
one to insult me !” he shouted in a breaking voice, 
cmpha.'.i/:ing the last word. " Hold your tongue !” 

The deacon, who had never seen the doctor so 
majestic, so swelling with dignity, so crimson and 
so ferocious, shut his mouth, ran out into the 
entry and there exploded with laughter. 

As though through a fog, Laevsky saw Von 
Koren get up and, putting his hands in his trouser- 
pockets, stand still in an attitude of expectancy, 
as though waiting to see what would happen. This 
calm attitude struck Laevsky as insolent and in- 
sulting to the last degree. 

” Kindly take back your words,” shouted 
Samoylenko. 

* Laevslty, who did hot by now remember what 
his words were, answered: 

" Leave me alone ! I ask for nothing. All I 
ask is that you and German upstarts of Jewish 
origin should let me alone ! Or I shall take 
steps to make you ! I will fight you !” 

” Now we understand,” said Von Koren, coming 
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from behind the table. " Mr. Laevsky wants to 
amuse himself with a duel before he goes away. 

I can give him that pleasure. Mr. Laevsky, I 
accept your challenge.” 

"A challenge,” said Laevsky, in a low voice, 
going up to the zoologist and looking with hatred 
at his swarthy brow and curly hair. ” A chalK nge ? 
By a!i means ! 1 hale you ! 1 hale you !” 

” Delighted. To-inmiow morning early near 
Kerbalay's. I h'ave all details to your taste. 
And ni)W, <'lear tmt !” 

” I hate y«)U.” Laevsky said softly, breathing 
hard. ” 1 lui-ve hated you a hmg wliile ! A 
duel ! Yes !” 

” (iet rid of him, Alexandr l^ividitch, or else 
I'm going,” said Von Koron. “He'll ]>ite me.” 

Von Korin’s cr»ol tone calmed the doctor; he 
seemed sinldenly to come to himself, to recover his 
reason; he put both arms round Laevsky 's waist, 
and, leading him away horn the zoologist, muttered 
in a friendly voice that shook with emotion: 

'“My friends . . . dear, good . . . you’ve lost 
your tempers and that’s enough . . . and that's 
enough, my friends.” 

Hearing his .soft, friendly voice, Laevsky felt 
that something unheard of, monstrous, had just 
happened to him, as though he had been nearly 
run ov'cr by a train: he almost burst into tears, 
waved his hand, and ran out of the room. 

“ To feel that one is hated, to expose oneself 
before the man who hates one, in the most pitiful, 
contemptible, helpksri state. My God, how hard 
it is !” he thought a little while afterwards as 



THE DUEL 


117 

lie sat in the pavilion, feeling as though his body 
were scarred by the hatred of which he had just 
been the object. 

How coarse it is, my God !'* 

C(»l(l water with brandy in it revived him. He 
vividly pirtiircd Von Koren's calm, haughty fac'e; 
his eves the day befon*, his shirt like a rug. his 
voice, his white hand; and heavy, jvi'i'^ionate, 
hungry hatred rankled in his breast and clamoured 
for satisfaction, fn his llioughts he felled Von 
K(»reii to tin* ground, and trampled him under- 
foot. He nMiienibi-red to the minutest detail all 
that ha<l happi'iiecl, and wondi-red how Ik could 
lia\\ .^iiiiled ingratiatingly to that insigniiicant 
man. and how lie could care for the opinion of 
wretched iietly people whom nol)i)dy knew, 
living in a miserable little town wliicli was nut, it 
seemed, even on the map, and of which not mie 
di*ceiit person in Petersburg had heard. IJ this 
wreti'hed little town siuhh’iily fell into ruins or 
caught lire, tlie telegram with the news would be 
read in Russia with no more interest than an 
advert iseinc'nt of the sale of second-hand funiitun?. 
Whether he killed Voii Koreii next day or left him 
alive, it w'(iuld be just tin? sam(\ equally useless 
and uninteresting. Better to shoot him in the leg 
*or hand, wound him, then laugh at him, and let 
him, like an insect wdtli a broken leg lost in the 
grass — let him be lost with his obscure sufferings 
in the crowd of insigniiicant people like himself. 

Laevsky went to Sheshkovsky, told him all 
about it,' and asked him to be his second; then 
they both went to the superintendent of the 
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postal telegraph department, and asked him, too, 
to be a second, and stayed to dinner with him. 
At dinner there w'as a great deal of joking and laugh- 
ing. Laevsky made jests at his own expense, say- 
ing he hardly knew how to Arc off a pistol, calling 
himself a royal archer and William Tell. 

“ Wc must give this gentleman a lesson . . .” 
he said. 

After dinner they sat down to cards. Laevsky 
played, drank wine, and thought that duelling 
was stupid and senseless, as it did not decide the 
question but only ('omplicated it, but that it was 
sometimes impossible to get on without it. In 
the givcm cfisc, for instance, one could not, of 
course, bring an action against Von Keren. And 
this duel was so far good in tliat it made it im- 
possible for I.aevsky to remain in the town after- 
wards. He got a little drunk and interested in 
the game, and felt at ease. 

But when the sun had set and it grew dark, he 
was possessed by a feeling of uneasiness. It was 
not fear at the thought of death, because while 
he W'as dining and playing cards, he had for 
some r<‘ason a confident l^lief that the duel would 
end in nothing; it w'as dread at the thought of 
something unknown which was to happen next 
morning for the first time in his life, arid dread 
of the coining night. ... He knew that the' 
night would be long and sleepless, and that he 
would have to think not only of Von Koren and 
his hatred, but also of the mountain of lies which 
he had to get through, and which he had not 
strength or ability to dispense with. It was 
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as though he had been taken suddenly ill; all at 
once he lost all interest in the cards and in people, 
grew restless, and began asking them to let him 
go home. He was eager to get into bed, to lie 
without moving, and to prepare his thoughts for 
the night. Sheshkovsky and the postal super- 
intendent saw- him home and went on to Von 
Keren's to arrange about the duel. 

Near his lodgings Laevsky met Atchmianov. 
The young man was breathless and excited. 

" I am looking lor you. Ivan Andrcitch," he 
said. “ 1 beg von to come niiicklv. ..." 

"Whore?" “ 

" bomeonc wants to see you, someone you don’t 
know, about very imp(»rtant l)asiness;.hc earmstly 
begs you to come for a minute. He wants to 
speak to you of something. . . -. For him it’s 
a question of life and death. , . ." 

In his excitement Atchmianov spoke in a strong 
Armenian accent. 

" Who is it ?" iLsked Laevsky. 

" He asked me not to tell you his name." 

" Tell him I 'm busy ; to-morrow, if he likes. ...” 

" How can you !" Atchmianov was aghast. 

" He wants to tell you something very important 
for you . . . very . important ! If you don't 
come, something dreadful will happen." 

” Strange ..." muttered Laevsky, unable to 
understand why Atchmianov was so excited and 
w’hat mysteries there could be in this dull, useless 
little town. 

” Strange," he repeated in hesitation. ” Come 
along, though; I don’t care." 
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Atchmianov walked rapidly on ahead and 
Laevsky followed him. They walked down a 
street, then turned into an alley. 

“ Wliat a h«ire this is !” said Liievsky. 

"One minute, one minute ... it’s near." 

Near the old rampart they went down a neirrow 
alley between two empty eiu'losuivs, then they 
came into a sort of large' yard and wi-nt towards 
a small house. 

" That's ^luridovs. isn’t it ?" asked Laevsky. 

1 lS. 

" JJut why we've com** by Ilu‘ baek yaids 1 
dem't understand. We might liave conu* by the 
street; it’s nearer. . . ." 

" Never mind, never mind. ..." 

It struck Laevsky as strange, too, that Ateh- 
minnov led him to a bark entraiiee. ami motioned 
to him as thnugli bidding him go (|iiietly and hold 
his tongue. 

" 'riiis way, this way . . ." said .\tchmianov, 
cautiously <»pen!iig the door and going iiuo the 
passage on tiptoi*. " Uiiietly, quietly, 1 beg 
you . . . tliey may hear." 

He listened, drew a deep breath and said in a 
whisper : 

" Open that door, and go in . . . don’t be afraid." 

Laevsky, puzzled, opened the door and \A nt into' 
a room with a low ceiling and curtained windows. 

There was a candle on the table. 

" Wluit do you want ?" asked someone, in the 
ne.\t room. " Is it you, Muridov ?" 

Laevsky turned into tliat room and saw Kirilin, 
and beside him Nadyezhda Fyodorovna. 
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He* didn't hear what was said to him; he stag- 
gered back, and did not know how he found 
himself ill the street. His liatri'd for Von Koren 
and his uneasiness- all had vanished from his 
soul. As he wcMit lic.me he waved his right arm 
awkwardly and looked carefully at the ground 
under his trying U\ ste\) wIutc it was smooth. 
At home in his study lu* walked baekwrod^ and 
f(»r\\ arils, nibbing his hands, and awkwardly 
sin tigging his .shouldeis and neck, as though his 
jacket anil shirt wi-re too light: ihui he lighted 
a eandle and sal down to the table. . . . 


XVl. 

‘'The ‘humane sludiis ' of which you speak 
will only satisfy huinan thought when, as they 
advaiiee, they meet the exat'l seiencis and }»rogress 
side by side with them. Wlu'ther they will meet 
under a new inieroseope. or in the monologues of 
a new Hamlet, or in a new religion. 1 do not 
know, but 1 e.xpecl the earth will he covered with 
a crust of ice before it comes to pass. i)f all 
humane learning the most durable and living is, 
^of couise, the liMching of Christ; but look how 
differeiftly even that is interprcteil ! Some teach 
that we must love all our neighbours but make 
on exception of soldiers, criminals, and lunatics. 
They allow the first to be killed in war, the 
second to be isolated or executed, and the third 
they forbid to marry. Other interpreters teach 
that we must love all our neighbours without 
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exception, with no distinction of plus or minus. 
According to their teaching, if a consumptive or 
a murderer or an epileptic asks your daughter 
in marriage, you must lot him have her. If 
cretins go to war against the physically and 
mentally healthy, don't defend youreelvcs. This 
advocacy of love for love's sake, like art for art's 
sake, if it could have power, would bring mankind 
in the long run to complete extinction, and so 
would become the vastest crime that has ever been 
committed upon earth. There are very many 
interpretations, anrl since there are many of them, 
serious thought is not satisfied by any one of them, 
and hastens to add its own individual interpreta- 
tic^n to the mass. For that reason you should 
never put a <iiiestion on a jihilosophical or so-called 
Christian basis; by so doing you only remove 
the question further from solution." 

The deacon listened to the zoologist attentively, 
thought a little, and asked: 

" Have the philosopdiers invented the moral 
law which is innate in every man, or did God 
create it together with the body ?" 

" 1 don't know. But that law is so universal 
among all peoples and all ages that I fancy we 
ought to recognize it as organically connected with 
man. It is not invented, but exists and will 
exist. I don't tell you that one day it will be 
seen under the microscope, but its organic connec- 
tion is shown, indeed, by evidence: serious affec- 
tions of the brain and all so-called mental diseases, 
to the best of my belief, show themselves first 
of all in the perversion of the moral law." 
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Good. So then, just as our stomach bids us 
eat. our moral sense bids us love our neighbours. 
Is that it ? Rut our natural man through self- 
love opposes the voice of conscience and rejison, 
and this gives rise to many brain-racking questions. 
To whom ought we to turn for the solution of those 
questions if you forbid us to put them on the 
philosophic basis ?” 

" Turn to what little exact science we have. 
Trust to evidence and the logic of facts. It is 
true it is but little, but, on the other hand, it is 
less fluid and shifting than philosophy. The moral 
law, let us suj)pose, demands that you love your 
neighbour. Well ? Love ought to show itself 
in the removal of everything which in one way 
or another is injurious to men and threatens them 
with danger in the present or in the future. Our 
knowledge and the evidence tells us that the morally 
and phj^sically abnormal are a menace to humanity. 
If so you miLst struggle against the abnormal; if 
you are not able to raise them to the normal 
standard, you must have strength and ability to 
render them harmless — that is, to destroy them." 

“ So love consists in the strong overcoming the 
weak ** 

" Undoubtedly.” . 

” Buf you know the strong crucified our Lord 
Jesus Christ,” said the deacon hotly. 

” The fact is that those who crucified Him were 
not the strong but the weak. Human culture 
weakens and strives to nullify the struggle for 
existence and natural selection; hence the rapid 
advancement of the weak and their predominance 
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over the strong. Imagine that you succeeded in 
instilling into bees humanitarian ideas in their 
crude and elcTnentary form. What would come 
of il ? The dnmes who ought lo lx* killed would 
rojn.’iin alive, would devour the honey, would 
corrupt and stifle the bees, resulting in the pre- 
dominance of the wt‘ak r»ver the strong and the 
cUrgeniTiitidn of tlu' latter. The same process is 
taking place now with humanity: the weak an* 
oppre.ssiiig the strong. Among savages untouched 
by ci\ilization tin' strongest. el(‘verest. ami most 
nmral takes llu' lead; he is the chief and llu* master. 
IJiil we civilized men have eruciiied Cliiisl, and 
we go oji crucifying Him. so tliere is .something 
lacking in us. . . . And that s«unetliing one 
Ought to raise up in ourselves, or there will be no 
ind to these eriors." 

" But what criterion have you to distinguish the 
strong from tlie weak ?" 

" Knowleilge anil e\idence. Tlie tubereulous 
and the scrofuUiUS are lecogiiized by their disj‘ases, 
and the insane and the immoral by tlieir actions.” 

” But mistakes niay be made I” 

” Yes, but it’s no use to be afraid of getting 
your feet wet wlicn you are threatened with the 
deluge !' 

" That’s philosophy,” laughed the dea*'c.n. 

” Not a bit of it. You are so corrui)ted by your 
seminary philosophy that you want to see nothing 
but fog in everything. The alDstract studies with 
which your youthful head is stuffed are called 
abstract just because they abstract your minds 
from what is obvious. Look the devil straight 
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in the eye. and if he’s the devil, tell liim he's the 
devil, and don’t go calling to Kant or Hegel for 
explanations." 

The zoologist paused and went on: 

" 'I'wice two's four, and a stone’.s a stone. 
Here tu-morrow we have a duel. Vou and I will 
say it'.s stujud and absurd, that the duel is out of 
date, that there is no real differenee l>»*twc*‘n the 
aristocratic duel and tlu* dninken brawl in the 
pot-house, and yet wo shall not st*)]), we .shall go 
tliere and fight. So then; is some force stronger 
than our reasoning. We shout that war is pluiKlcr, 
robbery, atrocity, fratricide; we cannot luuk upon 
blood without fainting; but the hrench or the 
Germans have only to insult us for us to feel at 
once an exaltation of spirit; in the. most genuine 
way w<' shout ‘ Hurrah !' and rush to attack the 
foe. You will invoke the blessing of God on our 
weapons, aiul our valour will arouse universal and 
general enthusiasm. Again it follows that there 
is a f(»rce, if not higher, at any rate stronger, than 
us and our j)hilosophy. Wc can no more stop it 
than that cloud which is moving upwards over 
the sea. Don't be hypocritical, don't make a long 
nose at it on the sly; and don’t say, 'Ah, old- 
fashioned, stupid ! Ah, it'.s inconsistent with 
Scripmire !' but look it straight in the face, recog- 
nize. its rational lawfulness, and when, for instance, 
it wants to destroy a rotten, scrofulous, corrupt 
race, don’t hinder it with your pilules and mis- 
understood quotations from the Gospel. Leskov 
has a story of a conscientious Danila who found a 
leper outside the town, and fed andwarmed him 
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in the name of love and of Christ. If that Danila 
had really loved humanity, he would have dragged 
the leper as far as possible from the town, and would 
have flung him in a pit, and would have gone to 
save the healthy. Christ, I hope, taught us a 
rational, intelligent, practical love." 

" What a fellow you are !" laughed the deacon. 
" You don’t believe in Christ. Why do you mention 
His name so often ?" 

"Yes, I do believe in Him. Only, of course, in 
m3' own way, not in yours. Oh, deacon, deacon !" 
laughed the zoologist; he put his arm round the 
deacon’s waist, and said gaily: " Well ? Are you 
coming with us to the duel to-morrow ?” 

" My orders don't allow it, or else I should come." 

" What do you mean by ‘ orders ' ?" 

" I have been consecrated. I am in a state of 
grace." 

" Oh, deacon, deacon," repeated Von Koren, 
laughing, " I love talking to you." 

" You say you have faith," said the deacon. 
" What sort of faith is it ? Why, I have an 
uncle, a priest, and he believes so that when in 
time of drought he goes out into the fields to pray 
for ram, he takes his umbrella and leather over- 
coat for fear of getting wet through on his way 
home. That's faith ! When he speaks of, Christ,, 
his face is full of radiance, and all the peasants, 
men and women, weep floods of tears. He would 
stop that cloud and put all those forces you talk 
about to flight. Yes . . . faith moves mountains." 

The deacon laughed and slapped the zoologist 
on the shoulder. 
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" Yes . ■ he went on; " here you are teaching 
all the time, fathoming the dcptlis of the ocean, 
(ii\uding the weak and the strong, writing books 
and challenging to duels — and everything remains 
as it is ; but, behold ! some feeble old man will 
mutter just one word with a holy spirit, or a new 
Mahomet, with- a sword, will gallop from Arabia, 
and everything will be topsy-turvy, and in Europe 
not one stone will be left standing upon another.” 

" \\ ell, deacon, that's on the knees of the 
gods.” 

” Faith without w'orks is dead, but works 
without faith are worse still— mere waste of time 
and !v;thing more.” 

The doctor came into sighd on tlie sca-front. 
He saw the deacon and the zoologist, and went up 
to them. 

” I believe everything is ready,” he said, 
breathing hard. ” Govoruvsky and Boyko will 
be the seconds. They will start at five o'clock in 
the morning. How it has clouded over,” he said, 
looking at the sky. ” One can see nothing; there 
will be rain directly.” 

” I hope you arc coming with us ?” said the 
zoologist. 

” No, God preserve me; Tm w-orried enough as 
4t is. Vstimovitch is going instead of me. I've 
spoken to him already.” 

Far over the sea was a Hash of lightning, followed 
by a hollow roll of thunder. 

” How stifling it is before a storm !” said Von 
Koren. ” I bet you've been to Laevsky already 
and have been weeping on his bosom.” 
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"Why should 1 go to him?" answered the 
doctor in confusion. " What next ?" 

Before sunset ho liad walked several times along 
the l^oulcvard and the street in the hope of meeting 
Laevsky. He w;ls ashamed of his h:Lstiiiess and 
the sudden outburst of friendliness which had 
followird it. He wanted to apologize to Laevsky 
in a joking tone, to give him a good talking to, to 
soothe him and to tell him that tlie duel was a 
survival of medieval barbarism, but that Provi- 
dence itself had brought them to the diu‘l as a 
means of reconciliation; that the next day, both 
being sphniditl and highly intelligent p'.ople, they 
would, after exchanging shots, appreciate each 
other's noble qualities ami would become friends. 
But he could not come across Laevsky. 

" Wliiit should I go and see him for ?" repeated 
Samoylciiko. " I did ri(»t insult him: he insulted 
mo. 'fi ll me, plerts**, why he attacked me. WJiat 
harm had I done hi)u ? I go into the drawing- 
room, and, all of a sudden, witliout the lea.st 
provocation: ‘ Spy !’ There ’.s a nice thing ! 'Fell 
me, how did it begin ? What did you say to 
him ?" 

* I told him his position wius hopeless. And 
I was right. It is only honest men or scoundrels 
who can find an escape from any position, but 
one who wants to be at the same time an honest 
man and a scoundrel — it is a hopeless position. 
But it*s eleven o'clock, gentlemen, and we have to 
be up early to-morrow." 

There was a sudden gest of wind; it blew up 
the dust on the sea-front, whirled it round in 
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eddies, with a howl that drowned the roar of the^ 
sea. *’ 

. " A squall,** said the deacon. " We must go-, 
in, our eyes arc getting full of dust.'* 

As they went, Samoylcnkq sighed and, holding!, 
his hat, said: 

" I suppose 1 shan't sleep to-night." "I 

" Don’t you agitate yourself,'* lauglied the 
zoologist. “ You can set your mind at rest;- 
the duel will end in nothing. Laevsky will 
magn inimously tire into the air — he can do 
nothing else; and 1 dare say 1 shall not hre at all. 
To be arrested and lose my lime on Laevsky's 
account — the game's not worth the candle. By. 
the way, what is tlic punishmmt for duvdling ?** 

" Arrest, and in the case of the death of your 
opponent a maximum of three years’ imprison* 
ment in the fortress." 

“ Tile fortress of St. Peter and St. Paul ?" 

" No, in a military forUt^ss, I believe." 

" Though this fine gentleman ought to have a 
lesson !’* 

B:diind them on the sea, there was a flash of. 
lightning, wliich for an iiLstant lighted up the. 
roofs of the houses and the mountains. Th^ 
friends parted near the boulevard. When the 
doctor disappeared in the darkness and his steps 
had died away. Von Koren shouted to him: 

" 1 only hope the weather won’t interfere with 
.,us to-morrow !’* 

" Very likely it will ! Please God it may !" 

. "Good-night!" ; 

" What about the night ? Wliat do you say 
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In the roar of the wind and the sea and the 
crashes of thunder, it was difficult to hear. 

" It's nothing," shouted the zoologist, and 
hurried home. 


XVII. 

“ Upon my mind, weighed down with woe, 

Crowd thoughts, a heavy multitude: 

In silence memory unfolds 

Her long, long scroll l>efnre my eyes. 

Loathing and shuddering 1 curse 
And bitterly lament in vain, 

And bitter though the tears 1 weep 
1 do not wash those lines away." 

Pu.'iHKlN'. 

Whether they killed him next morning, or 
mocked at him— that is, left him his life— he was 
ruined, anyway. Whether this disgraced woman 
killed hcrscU in her shamo and despair, or dragged 
on her pitiful existence, she was ruined, anyway. 

So thought I,aevsky .is he sat at llie table late 
in the evening, still nibbing hi.s hands. The 
windows suddenly blew open with a bang; a 
violent gust of wind burst into the room, and the 
papers fluttered from the table. Laovsky closed 
the windows and bent down to pick up tlie papers. 
He was aware of something new in his body, a 
sort of awkwardness he had not felt before, and 
his movements were strange to him. He moved 
timidly, jerking with his elbows and shrugging 
his shoulders; and when he sat down to the table . 
again, he again began, rubbing his hands. His 
body had lost its suppleness. 

On the eve of death one ought to write to one’s 
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nearest relation. Laevsky thought of this. He 
took a pen and wrote with a tremulous hand: 

“ Mother !” 

He wanted to write to beg his mother, for the 
sake of the merciful God in whom slie believed, 
that she would give shelter and bring a little 
warmth and kindness into the life of the unhappy 
woman who, by his doing, had Lcen disgraced 
and was in solitude, poverty, and weakness, 
that she w«iuld forgive and forget everytliing, 
evervtliing. everytliing, and by her sacrifice 
atone to some extent for her son's terrible sin. 
13ut he remembered how his mother, a stout, 
heavily-built old woman in a lace cap, used to go 
out into the garden in the morning, followed by 
her companion with the lap-dog; how she used 
to shout in a peremptory way to the gardener 
and the servants, and how proud and haughty 
her face was- -he remembered all this and scratched 
out tiu* word he had written. 

There was a vivid flash of lightning at all three 
windows, and it was followed by a prolonged, 
deafening roll of thunder, beginning with a hollow 
lumble and ending with a crash so violent that 
all the window-] lanes rattled. Laevsky got up, 
wont to the window, and pressed his forehead 
' againsf the pane. There was a fierce, magni- 
ficent .storm. On the horizon lightning-flashes 
were flung in white streams from the storm-clouds 
into the sea, lighting up the high, dark waves over 
the far-away expanse. And to right and to left, 
and, no doubt, over the house too, the lightning 
flashed. 
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" The storm !” whispered Laevsky ; he had along-" 
ing to pray to someone or to something, if only to 
the lightning or the storm-clouds. " Dear storm !” 

He remembered how' as a boy he used to run 
out into the garden without a hat on when there 
was a storm, and how two fair-haired girls with 
blue eyes used to run alter him, and how they got 
wei through with the rain; they laughed with 
delight, but when there was a loud peal of thunder, 
the girls used to nestle up to the boy confidingly, 
while he crossed himself and made haste to repeat: 

Holy, holy, holy. . . Oh, where had they 
vanished to! In what sea were they drowned, 
those dawning days of pure, fair life ? He had 
no fear of the storm, no love of nature now; he 
had no Chjd. All the confiding girls he had ever 
known had by now been ruined by him and those 
like him. All his life he had not planted one tree 
in his own garden, nor grown one blade of grass; 
and living among the living, he had not saved one 
fly: he had done nothing but destroy and ruin, 
and lie, lie. . . . 

" What in my past was not vice ?" he asked him- 
self, trying to clutch at some bright memory as a 
man falling down a precipice clutches at the bushes. 

School ? The university ? But that was a . 
sham- He had neglected his work and forgotten 
what he had learnt. The service of his country ? 
That, too, was a sham, for he did nothing in the 
Service, took a salary for doing nothing, and it was' 
an abominable swindling of the State for which 
one was not punished. 

He had no craving for truth, and had not 
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sought it; spellbound by vice and lying, his 
conscience had slept or been silent. Like a 
stranger, like an alien from another planet, he 
had taken no part in the common life of men, 
]iad been indifferent to their sufferings, their ideas, 
their religion, their sciences, their strivings, and 
their st niggles. He had not said one good word, 
not written one line that was ni>t useless and 


vulgar; he had not done his fellows one lia'p’orth of 
service, but had eaten their bread, drunk their 
wine, seduced their wives, lived on their thoughts, 
and to justify his contemptible, parasitic life in 
their eves and in his own, he had alwavs tried 
to assume an air of being higher and better than 
they. Lies, lies, lies. . . . 

He vividly remeinben^ what he had seen that 
evening at Muridov's, and he was in an insufferable 
anguish of loathing and misery. Kirilin and 
Atchmianov were loathsome, but 'they were only 
continuing what he had begun; they were his 
accomplices and his disciples. This young weak 
woman had trusted him more than a brother, 
and he had deprived her of her husband, of her 
friends and of her country, and had brought her 
here — to the heat, to fever, and to boredom; 
and from day to day she was bound to reflect, like 
* a mirnfr, his idleness, his vicioiisness and falsity — 
and that was all she had ha,^ to fill her weak, 
listless, pitiable life. Then he had grown sick of 
her, had begun to hate her, but had not had the 
' pluck to abandon her, and he had tried to entangle 
her more and more closely in a web of lies. . . . 
These meh had done the rest. 
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Laevsky sat at the table, then got up and went to 
the window; at one minute he put out the candle 
and then he lighted it again. He cursed himself 
aloud, wept and wailed, and asked forgiveness; 
several times he ran to the table in despair, and 
wrote : 

" Mother !” 

Except his mother, he had no relations or near 
friends ; but how could his mother help him ? 
And where was she ? He had an imjnilse to run 
to Nadyezhda Fyodorovna, to fall at her feet, to 
kiss her hands and feet, to beg her forgiveness; 
but she. was his victim, and he was afraid of her 
as thougli she were dead. 

" My life is ruined." he repeated, rubbing his 
hands. Why am I still alive, my God ! . . 

He had cast out of heaven his dim star; it had 
fallen, and its track was lost in the darkness of 
night. It would never return to the sky again, 
because life was given only once and never came 
a second time. If he could have turned back the 
days and years of the past, he would have replaced 
the falsity with truth, the idleness with work, the 
boredom with happiness; he would have given 
back purity to those whom he had robbed of it. 
He would have found God and goodness, but that 
was as impossible as to put back the fallen star 
into the sky, and because it was impossible he 
was in despair. 

When the storm was over, he sat by the open 
window and thought calmly of what was before 
him. ’ Von Keren would most likely kill him. The 
man's clear, cold theory of life justified the 
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destruction of the rotten and the useless; if it 
changed at the crucial moment, it would be the 
hatred and the repugnance that Laevsky inspired 
in him that would save him. If he missed his 
aim or, in mockery of his hated opponent, only 
wounded him, or fired in the air, what could he 
do then ? Where could he go ? 

"Go to Petersburg?” Laevsky asked liimselL 
But that would mean beginning over again the 
old life wliich he cursed. And the man who seeks 
salvation in change of place like a migrating bird 
would find nothing anywhere, for all the world is 
alike to him. Sct'k salvation in men ? In whom 
and how ? Samoylenko's kindness and generosity 
could no more save him than the deacon’s laughter 
or Von Koren s hatred. He must look for salva- 
tion in himself alone, and if there were no finding 
it, why waste time ? He must kill himself, that 
was all. ... 

He heard the sound of a carriage. It was getting 
light. The carriage passed by, turned, and 
crunching on the wet sand, stopped near the house. 
There were two men in the carriage. 

" Wait a minute; I’m coming directly,” Laevsky 
said to them out of the window. "I'm not asleep. 
Surely it's not time yet ?" 

" Y»s, it’s fouf o’clock. By the time we get 
there ..." 

Laevsky put on his overcoat and cap, put some 
cigarettes in his pocket, and stood still hesitating. 
He felt as though there was something else he 
must do. In the street the seconds talked in 
low voices and the horses snorted, and this sound 
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the damp, early morning, when everybody 
^*was asleep and light was hardly dawning in the 
sky, filled Laevsky’s soul with a disconsolate 
feding which was like a presentiment of evil. He 
stood for a little, hesitating, and went into the 
bedroom. 

Nadyezhda Fyodorovna was lying stretched out 
on the bed, wrapped from heacl to foot in a rug. 
She did not stir, and her whole appearance, 
especially her head, suggested an Egyptian 
mummy. Looking at her in silence, Laevsky 
mentally asked her forgiveness, and lliought that- 
if the heavens were not empty and there really 
were a God, then He would save her; it there were 
no God, then she had better perish — there was 
nothing for her .to live for. 

All at once she jumped up, and sat up in bed. 
Lifting her pale face and looking with horror 
at Laev.sky, she asked : , 

" Is it you ? Is the storm over ?*' 

" Yes.” 

She remembered; put both her hands to her 
head and shuddered all over. 

” How miserable I am !” she said. " If only 
you knew how miserable I am ! I expected,” 
she went on, half closing her eyes, ” that you would 
''kill me or turn me out of the house into the rain 
and storm, but you delay . . . delay . . .” 

' ' Warmly and impulsively he put his arms round 
her and covered her knees and hands with kisses. 
Then- when she muttered something and shuddered 
^th'-the thought of the past, he stroked her hair, 
and looking into her face, realized that this un^ 
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happy, sinful woman was the one creature neac 
and ^ar to him, whom nu- one could replace. 

When he went out of the house and got into the 
carriage he wanted to return liome alive. 


XVIII. 

Tlic deacon got up, dressed, took his thick 
gnarled stick and slip])cd quietly out of the house. 
It was dark, and for the* first minute when he 
wont into the street, he could not even see his 
white stick. There was not a single star in the 
sky, and it looked as though there would be rain 
again. There was a smell of wet sand and sea. 

" It's to be hoped that the mountaineers won't 
attack us," thought the deacon, hearing the t.ip 
of the stick on the pavement, and noticing how 
loud and lonely the taps sounded in the stillness 
of the night. 

Wlu-n he got out of town, he began to see both 
the road and his stick. Here and there in the 
black sky there were dark cloudy patches, and soon 
a star peeped out and timidly blinked its one eye. 
Tile deacon walked along the high rocky coast and 
did not see the sea; it was slumbering below, and 
ks unseen waves broke languidly and heavily on 
the shore, as though sighing " Ouf !" and how 
.slowly ! One wave broke — the deacon had time 
to count eight steps; then another broke, and six 
steps; later a third. As before, nothing could be 
seen, and in the darkness one could hear the 
languid, drowsy drone of the sea. One could 
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bear the infinitely far-away, inconceivable time 
when God moved above chaos. 

The deacon felt uncanny. He hoped God would 
not punish him for keeping company with infidels, 
and even going to look at their duels. The duel 
would be nonsensical, bloodless, absurd, but 
however that might be, it was a heathen spectacle, 
and it was altogether unseemly for an ecclesiastical 
person to be present at it. He stopped and 
wondered - -should he go back ? But an intense, 
restless curiosity triumphed over his doubts, and 
he went on. 

** Though they arc infidels, they are good 
people, and will be saved," he assured himself. 
" They are sure to be saved," he said aloud, 
lighting a cigarette. 

By wh:it standard must one measure men's 
qualities, to judge righcly of them ? The deacon 
remembi red his enemy, the inspector of the clerical 
school, who believed in God, lived in chastity, and 
did not fight duels ; but he used to feed f^he deacon 
on bread with sand in it, and on one occasion 
almost ])ulled oft the deacon's ear. If human 
life was so artlessly constnicted that everyone 
respected this cruel and dishonest inspector who 
stole the Government flour, and his health and 
salvation were prayed for in the schools, was it 
just to shun such men as Von Koren and Laevsky, 
simply because they were unbelievers ? The 
deacon was weighing this question, but he recalled 
how absurd Samoylenko had looked yesterday, 
and that broke the' thread of his ideas. What 
fun they would have next day ! The deacon 
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imagined how he would sit under a bush and look 
on, and when Von Koren began boasting next 
day at dinner, he, the deacon, would begin laughing 
and telling him all the details of the duel. 

" How do you know all about it ?" the zoologist 
would :Lsk. 

Well, there you arc ! I stayed at home, but 
I know all about it.'* 

It would be nice to write a comic description 
of the duel. His father-in-law would read it 
and laugh. A good stoiy*, told or written, was 
more than meat and drink to his father-in-law. 

Tlie valley of the Yellow River opened before 
him. The stream \vi\s broader and fiercer for 
the rain, and instead of murmuring as before, it 
was raging. It began to get light. The grey, 
dingy morning, and the clouds racing towards the 
west to overtake the storm-clouds, the mountains 
girt with mist, and the wet trees, all struck the 
deacon as ugly and sinister. He washed at the 
brook, repeated his morning prayer, and felt a 
longing for tea .and hot rolls, with sour cre«'im, 
which were served every morning at his father-in- 
law's. He remembered his wife and the “ Days 
past Recall," which she played on the piano. 
What sort of woman was she ? His wife had been 
Aatroduc^d, betrothed, and married to him all 
in one week: he had lived with her less than a 
month when he was ordered here, so that he had 
not had time to find out what she was like. All 
the same, he rather missed her. 

" I must write her a nice letter . . ."bethought. 

The flag on the duhan hung limp, soaked by 
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the rain, and the duhan itself with its wet roof,! 
seemed darker and lower than it had been before. 
Near the door was standing a cart; Kcrbalay, with 
two mountaineers and a young Ti?tar woman in 
trousers — no doubt Kerbalay's wife or daughter — 
were bringing sacks of something out of the duhan, 
and putting them on maize straw in the cart. 

Near the cart stood a pair of asses hanging their 
heads. When they had put in all the sacks, the 
mountaineers and tlie Tatar woman began cover- 
ing thorn over with straw, while Kcrbalay began 
hurriedly haine.ssing the asses. 

- “ Smuggling, perhaps," thought the lieacoo. 

Hero was the fallen tree with the dried pine- ‘ 
needles, h«‘re was the blackened patch from the 
fire. He lomembercd the picnic and all its 
incidents, tlic fire, the singing of tlie mountaineers, 
his sweet dreams of becoming a bishop, and of 
the Church procession. . . . The Black River 
had grown blacker and broader with the rain. 
The deacon walked cautiously over the narrow 
bridge, wlii(.h by now' was reached by the topmost 
ert'sts of the dirty water, and went up through the 
little copse to the drying-shed. 

" A splendid head." he thought, stretching 
liimscli on the straw, and thinking of Von Korea. 

A fine head — God grant him health; oidy therfe 
is cruelty in him. ...” 

Why did he hate Laevsky and Laevsky hate 
him ? Why were they going to fight a duel ? 
If from their childhood they had known poverty 
as tbe deacon had; if they had been brought up 
among ignorant, hard-hearted, grasping, coarse. 
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and ill-manncrcd people who grudged you a crust 
of breadp who spat on the floor and hiccoughed 
at. dinner and at prayers; if they had not been 
spoilt from childhood by the pleasant surroundings 
*and the select circle of friends they lived in — 
how they would have rushed at each other, how 
readily they would have ON'eiiooked each other's 
shortcomings and would have prized each oiher's 
strong ]X)ints ! Wliy, how few even outwardly 
decent people there were in the world ! It was 
true that Laevsky was flighty, dissipated, queer, 
but he did not steal, did not spit loudly on the 
floor; he did mjt abuse his wife and say, “ You’ll 
cat Lili you burst, but you don’t want to work;" 
he would not beat a child with reins, or give his 
servants stinking meat to eat — surely this was 
reason enough to be indulgent to him ? Besides, 
he was the chief sufferer from his failings, like a 
' sick man from liis sores. Instead of being led by 
boredom and some sort of misundci-staiiding to 
look for degeneracy, extinction, heredity, and other 
such incomprehensible things in each other, would 
they not do better to stoop a little lower and turn 
their hatred and anger where whole streets re- 
sounded with meanings from coarse ignorance, 
greed, scolding, impurity, swearing, the shrieks 
W women. ... 


The sound of a carriage interrupted the deacon's 
thoughts. He glanced out of the door and saw a 
carriage and in it three persons; Laevsky, Shesh- 
kovsky, and the superintendent of the post- 
. office. 


" Stop !" said Sheshkovsky. 
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All three got out of the carriage and looked at 
one another. 

“They are not here yet,” said Sheshkovsky, 
shaking the mud off. ” Well ? Till the show 
begins, let us go and find a suitable spot ; there’s- 
not room to turn round here.” 

They wont further up the river and soon vanished 
from sight. The Tatar driver sat in the carriage 
witli his head resting on his shoulder and fell 
asleep. After waiting ten minutes the deacon 
came out of the drying-shed, and taking off his 
black hat that lie might not be noticed, he began 
threading his way among the bushes and strips 
of maize along the bank, crouching and looking 
about him. The grass and maize were wet, and 
big drops fell .on his head from the trees and 
bushes. ’‘Disgraceful!” he muttered, picking 
up his wet and muddy skirt. “Had I realized 
it, I would not have iconic.” 

Soon he heard voices and caught sight of them. 
Laovsky was walking rapidly to and fro in the 
small glade with bowed back and hands thiust in 
his sleeves, his seconds were standing at the 
water's edge, rolling cigarettes. 

” Strange,” thought the deacon, not recognizing 
Laevsky's walk; ” he looks like an old man. . . .” 

" How rude it is of them !” said tlw superiA- 
tendent of the post-oiiicc, looking at his watch. 
” It may be learned manners to be late, but to 
my thinking it's hoggish.” 

Sheslikovsky, a stout man with a black beard, 
listened and said : 

” They're coming !” 
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XIX. 


** It*s the first time in my life I’ve seen it ! 
How glorious !** said Von Koreii, pointing to the 
glade and stretching out his hands to the east. 

Look: green rays !” 

In the cast behind the mountains rose two 
given streaks of light, and it really was beautiful. 
The sun was rising. 

“ tiood-moniing !” the zoologist went on. nod- 
ding to Laevsky's senmds. " I’m not lati am 
I?” 

He was followed by his seconds, Boyko and 
Govorovsky, two very young officers of the same 
height, wearing white tunics, and Ustimovitch, 
the thin, unsociable! doctor; in one hand he had 
a bag of some sort, and in the other had, as usual, 
a cane which he held behind him. Laying the 
bag on the grtnind and greeting no one, he put 
the other hand, too, behind his bark and began 
pacing up and down the glade. 

Laevsky felt the exhaustion and awkwardness 
of a man who is soon perhaps to die, and is for 
that reason an object of general attention. He 
wanted to be killed as soon as possible or taken 
Tiome. ‘^He saw the sunrise now for the first 
time in his life; the early morning, the green rays 
of light, the dampness, and the men in wet boots, 
seemed to him to have nothing to do with his life, 
to be superfluous and embarrassing. All this 
had no connection with the night he had been 
through, with his thoughts and his feeling of 
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guilt, and so he would have gladly gone away / 
without waiting for the duel. 

Von Koren was noticeably excited and tried . 
to conceal it. pretending that he was more inter- 
ested in the green light than anything. The ' 
seconds were confused, and looked at one another' ; 
as though wondering why they were here and what 
they were to do. 

" I imagine, gentlemen, there is no need for us 
to go further," said Sheshkovsky. " This place 
will do.” 

" Yes, of course," Von Koren agreed. 

A silence followed. Ustimovitch, pacing to 
and fro, suddenly turned sharply to Laevsky and 
said in a low voice, breathing into his face: 

" They have very likely not told you my terms 
yet. Each side is to pay me fifteen roubles, and ’ 
in the case of the death of one party, the survivor 
is to pay thirty." 

Laevsky was already acquainted with the man, 
but now for the first time he had a distinct view 
of his lustreless eyes, his stiff moustaches, and 
wasted, consumptive neck; he was a money- 
grubber, not a doctor; his breath had an unpleasant 
smell of beef. 

" What people there are in the world !" thought 
Laevsky, and answered: " Very good." ‘ 

The doctor nodded and began pacing to and 
fro again, and it was evident he did not need 
the money at all, but simply asked for it from 
hatred. Everyone felt, it was time to begin, or 
to end what had been begun, but instead of begin-, 
ning or ending, they stood about, moved to and* 
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. fro and smokefi. Tlie young officers, who were 
present at a duel for the first time in their lives, 
and even now hardly believed in this civilian and, 
to their thinking, unnecessary duel, looked critic- 
ally at their tunics and stroked their sleeves. 
Sheshkovsky went up to them and said softly: 
" Gentlemen, we must use every effort to prevent 
this duel; they ought to be reconciled/* 

He flushed crimson and added: 

■ “ Kirilin was at my rooms last night complaining 
that Laevsky had found him with Nadyezhda 
Fyodorovna, and all that sort of thing." 

" Yes. we know that too," said Boyko. 

*' Well, you see, then . . . Laev.sky's hands arc 
trembling and all that sort of thing ... he can 
scarcely hold a pistol now. To fight with him is 
as inhuman as to fight a man who is drunk or 
who has typhoid. If a reconciliation cannot be 
arranged, we ought to put off the duel, gentlemen, 
or something. . . . It's such a sickening business, 
I can’t bear to see it." 

" Talk to Von Koren." 

" I don’t know the rules of duelling, damnation 
.take them, and I don’t want to either; perhaps 
he’ll imagine Laevsky funks it and has sent me 
to him, but he can think what he likes — I'll speak 
;;tp him.*"’ 

‘ Sheshkovsky hesitatingly walked up to Von 
Keren with a slight limp, as though his leg had 
gone to sleep; and as he went towards him, clear- 
ing his throat, his whole figure was a picture of 
ihdolence. 


something I must say to you, sir/' he ^ 
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began, carefully scrutinizing the' flowers on the' 
zoologist's shirt. “ It's confidential. I don't 
know the rules of duelling, damnation take them, 
and I don't want to, and I look on the matter not 
as a second and that sort of thing, but as a man, 
and that's all about it." 

"Yes. Well?" 

" When seconds suggest reconciliation they are 
usually not listened to; it is looked upon as a 
formality. Amour propre and all that. But I / 
humbly beg you to look carefully at Ivan Andre- 
itch. He's not in a normal state, so to speak, 
to-day — ^not in his riglit mind, and a pitiable 
object. He has had a misfortune. 1 can't endure 
gossip. ..." 

Sheshkovsky flushed crimson and lookt^d round. 

" But in view of the duel, 1 think it necessary 
to inform you, Laevsky ftnmd his madam last night 
at Muridov's with . . . another gentleman." 

" How disgusting !" muttered the zoologist; he' 
turned pale, frowned, and spat loudly. " Tfoo !" 

His lower lip quivered, he walked away from 
Sheshkovsky, unwilling to hear more, and as though- 
he had accidentally tasted something bitter, spat ' 
loudly again, and for tlie first time that morning 
looked with hatred at Laevsky. His excitement? 
and awkwardness passed off; he tossed *his heaSd 
and said aloud: 

• " Gentlemen, what are wc waiting for, I should 
like to know ? Why don't wc begin ?" 

Sh^hkovsky glanced at the officers and shrugged 
his shoulders. 

" Gentlemen," he said aloud, addressing no. 
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one in particular. " Gentlemen, we propose that 
you should be reconciled." 

" Let us make haste and get the formalities 
over." said Von Koren. " Reconciliation has 
been discussed already. What is the next formal- 
ity ? Make hjLste, gentlemen, time won't wait 
for us." 

" But we insist on reconciliation all the same," 
said Sheshkovsky in a guilty voice, as a man 
compelled to interfere in another man’s business; 
he flushed, laid his hand on his heart, and went 
on: " Cicntlcmen, w'e sec no grounds for associat- 
ing til offence with the duel. There’s nothing 
in common between duelling and offences 
against one another of which we are sometimes 
guilty tlirough human weakness. You are uni- 
versity men and men of culture, and no doubt 
you see in the duel nothing but a foolish and out-of- 
date formality, and all that sort of thing. That’s 
how we look at it ourselves, or we shouldn't 
have come, for we cannot allow that in our presence 
men should fire at one another, and all that." 
Sheshkovsky wiped the perspiration off his face 
and went on: " Make an end to your misunder- 
standing, gentlemen; shake hands, and let us go 
home and drink to i^eace. Upon my honour, 
gentlcmeil !" 

Von Koren did not speak. Laevsky, seeing that 
they were looking at him, said: 

" I have nothing against Nikolay Vassilitch; 
if he considem I'm to blame, Tm ready to apologize 
to him." 

Von Koren was offended. 
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" It is evident, gentlemen,'* he said, “ ybu want'! 
Mr. Laevsky to return home a magnanimous and^ 
chivalrous figure, but I cannot give you and him 
■ that satisfaction. And there was no need to get*! 
up early and drive eight miles out of town simply 
to drink to peace, to have breakfast, and to explain 
to me that the duel is an out-of-date formality/ 
A duel is a duel, and there is no need to make it 


more false and stupid than it is in reality. 1 
want to fight !” 

A silence followed. Boyko took a pair of pistols 
out of a box ; one was given to Von Koren and ■ 
one to Laevsky, and then there followed a difficulty 
which afforded a brief amu.sement to the zoologist 
and the seconds. It appeared that of all the/ 
people present not one had ever in his life been at' 
a duel, and no one knew precisely how they ought 
to stand, and wdiat the seconds ought to say and 
do. But then Boyko remembered and began, ' 
with a smile, to explain. 

■' Gentlemen, who remembers the description 
in Lermontov?" asked Von Koren, laughing.; 
*' In Turgenev, too, Bazarov had a duel with 


someone. . . 


" There’s no need to remember,” said Ustimo^^ 


vitch impatiently. ” Measure the distance, that's'! 
all.” « 


And he took three steps as though to show hoWJ: 
to measure it. Boyko counted out the steps'; 
* while his companion drew his sabre and scratched/, 
the earth at the extreme points to mark the 
barrier. In complete silence the opponents took; ' 
tteir places. 
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*' }llolhs,“ the deacon thought, sitting iii the 
bushes. ■ 


' Sbeshkovsky said something, Boyko explained 
something again, but Laevsky did not hear — or 
rather heard, but did not understand. He 
cocked his pistol wlicn the time came to do so, 
and raised the cold, heavy weapon with the barrel 
upwards. He forgot to unbutton hU overcoat, 
and it felt very tight over his shoulder and under 
his arm, and his arm rose as awkwardly as though 
the sleeve had been cut out of tin. He remembered 
the hatred he had felt the night before for the 
swarthy brow and curly hair, and felt that even 
yesteraay at the moment of intense hatred and 
anger he could not have shot a man. Fearing 
that the bullet might somehow hit Von Koren 
by accident, he raised the pistol higher and higher, 
and felt that this too obvious magnanimity was 
indelicate and anything but magnanimous, but 
he did not know how else to do and could do nothing 
else. Looking at the pale, ironically smiling face 
of Von Koren, who evidently had been convinced 
from the beginning that his opponent w'ould fire 
in the air, Laevsky thought that, thank God, 
..everything would be over directly, and all that 
' he had to do was to press the trigger rather 
h%rd. . 

He felt a violent shock on the shoulder; there 
was the sound of a shot and an answering echo 
in the mountains: ping-ting ! 

Von Koren cocked his pistol and looked at 
Ustimovitch, who was pacing as before with his 
haiids behind his back, taking no notice of anyone, . 
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" Doctor,” said the zoologist, “be so good as 
not to move to and fro like a pendulum. You 
make me dizzy,” 

The doctor stood still. Von Koren began to 
take aim at Laevsky. 

” It's all over !” thought Laevsky, 

The barrel of the pistol aimed straight at his 
face, the expression of hatred and contempt in 
Von Keren's attitude and whole figure, and the 
murder jiLst about to be comniitlt'd by a decent 
man in broad daylight, in the presence of decent 
men, and the stillness and the unknown force 
that compelled Laevsky to stand still and nrU to 
run — how mysterious it all was, how incom- 
prehensible and terrible ! 

The moment while Von Koren was taking aim 
seemed to Laevsky longer than a night : he glanced 
imploringly cat the seconds; they waae. pale and 
did not stir, 

“ Make haste and lire,” thought l-aevsky, and 
fcJt that his pale, (jui wring, and pitiful face must 
arouse even greater hatred in Von Koren. 

" ril kill him directly,” thought Von Koren, 
aiming at his forehead, with his finger already 
on the catch. “ Yes, of course I'll kill him. . , ,” 
"Hi '11 kill him!” A despairing shout was 
suddenly heard somewdiere very close at* hand. * 

A shot rang out at once. Seeing that Laevsky 
remained standing where he was and did not 
fall, they all looked in the direction from which 
the shout had come, and saw the deacon. With 
pale face and wet haii sticking to his forehead and 
his checks, wet through and muddy, he was 
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standing in the maize on the further bank, smiling 
rather qucerly and waving his wet hat. Sheshkov- 
sky laughed with joy, burst into tears, and moved 
away. - . ■ 


\X. 

A little while afterwards, Von Korin nnd the 
deacon met near the little bridge I'lie deacim 
was excited; he breathul hard, and avoided 
looking in people? 's faces. He felt ashamed both 
of his terror and liis muddy, wet garnunts. 

I tliought you meant to kill him . he 
mutterc’d. “ How contrary to human nature it 
is ! How iitterlv unnatural it is !'* 

■* But how did you come here ?" asked the 
zoologist. 

Don’t ask,” said the deacon, waving his hand. 
” The evil one tempted me, saying: * Go, go. . . .' 
So I went ami almost died of fright in the maize. 
But now, thank (lod, thank (iod. ... I am 
awfully pleased with you,” muttered the deacon. 
” Old (irandad Tarantula will be glad. . . . It's 
funny, it’s too funny ! Only 1 beg of you most 
earnestly don’t tell anybody I was there, or I may 
get into hot water with the authoritk?s. They will 
say: 'Jlie deacon was a .second.'” 

“Gentlemen,” said Von Koren, “the deacon 
asks you not to tell anyone you've seen him here. 
He might get into trouble.” 

" How contrary to human nature it is !” sighed the 
deacon. ” Excase my saying so, but your face was so 
dreadful that I thought you were going to kill him.'* 
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" " I was yery much tempted to put Ian end to' 

that scoundrel/' said Von Koren, " but you 
shouted close by, and I missed my aim. The whole 
procedure is revolting to anyone who is not used 
to it, and it has exhausted me, deacon. I feel' 
awfully tired. Come along. ..." 

“ No, you must let me walk back. I must get 
dry, for I am wet and cold." 

■'Well, as you like," said the zoologist, in a 
weary tone, feeling dispirited. «and, getting into 
the carriage, he closed his eyes. " As you 
like. . . 


While they were moving about the carriages 
and taking their scats, Kerbalay stood in the n^ad, 
and,*laying his hands on his stomach, he bowed 
low, showing his teeth; he imagined that the 
gentry had come to enjoy the beautii*s of nature 
and drink tea, and could not understand why they 
were getting into the carriages. The party set 
oil in complete silence and only the* deacon was 
left by the duhan. 

"Come to the duhan, drink tea," he said to 
Kerbalay. " Me wants to eat." 

Kerbalay spoke good Russian, but the deacon 
imagined that the Tatar would understand him 
better if he talked to him in broken Russian. 
** Cook omelette, give cheese. ..." ^ 

" Come, come, father,” said Kerbalay, bowing.. 
;"ril give you everything. ... I've cheese 
and wine. . . . Eat what you like." 

" What is ' God ' in Tatar ?” asked the deacon, 
going into the duhan. 

" Your God and my God are the same," said 
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. Kerbalay, not understanding hiiii. '"God is the 
same for all men, only men are different. Some 
are Russian, some are Turks, some are English — 
there are many sorts of men, but God is one,” 

” Very good. If all men worship the same God, 
why do you Mahomedans look ui)on Christians 
as your everlasting enemies ?” 

” Why are you angry?” said Kcrbalay. laying 
both hands on his stomarh. “ You are a priest; 
I am a Mussulman: you say, * I want to eat 
I give it you. . . . Only the rich man distin- 
guishes your God from my God; for tln‘ poor man. 
• it is all the same. If you please, it is ready.” 

W*i!!e this theological conversation was taking 
place at the duhan, Laevsky was driving home 
thinking how dreadful it had been driving there 
at daybi'cak, when the roads, the rocks, and the 
mountains were wet and dark, and the uncertain 
future seemed like a terrible abyss, of which one' 
C(Hild not see the bottom; while now the raindrops 
.hanging on the grass and on the stones were 
spai’kling in the sun like diamonds, nature was 
smiling joyfully, and the terrible future was left 
behind. He looked at Sheshkovsky's sullen, 
tear-stained face, and at the two carri^iges ahead 
of them in which Von Koren, his seconds, and the 
dpetor \yere sitting, and it seemed to him as though 
they were all coming back from a graveyard in 
which a wearisome, insufferable man who was a 
burden to others had jast been buried. 

'* Everything is over,” he thought of his past, 
cautiously touching his neck with his fingers. 

- On the right side of his neck was a small swelling. 
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of the length and breadth of his little finger, and 
he felt a pain, as though someone had passed a 
hot iron over his neck. The bullet had bruised it. 

Afterwards, when ho got home, a strange, long, 
sweet day began f(.)r him. misty as forgetfulness. 
Like a man released from prison or from hospital, 
he stared at the long-familiar objects and wondered 
that the tables, the wijidows, the chairs, the light, 
and the sea stirred in him a keen, childish delight 
such as he had not known for long, long years. 
Nadyezhda Fy odorovna, pale and haggard, could 
*not understand his gentle voice and strange 
movements; she made liastc to tell him everything 
that had happened to her. ... It seemed to 
her that very likely he. scarcely heard and did not 
understand her, .and that if he did know everything 
he would curse her and kill her. but he listened to 
her, stroked her face and hair, looked into her 
eyes and said: 

" I have nobody but you. . . 

Then tliey sat a long whih; in the garden, huddled 
close together, saying nothing, or dreaming aloud 
of their happy life in the future, in brief, broken 
sentences, while it seemed to him that he had 
never spoken at such length or so eloquently. 


XXL 

More than three months had passed. 

The day came that Von Koren had fixed on for 
his departure. A cold, heavy rain had been falling 
from early morning, a north-east wind was blowing/ 
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and the waves were high on the sea. It was said' 
that the steamer would hardly be able to come into 
the harbour in such weather. By the time-table 
it should have arriwd at ten o’clock in the morning, 
but Von Koren, who had gone on to the sca-fiont 
at midday and again after dinner, could see nothing 
through the field-glass but grey waves and rain 
covering the horizon. 

Towards the end of the day the rain ceased and 
the wind began tf) drop perceptibly. Von Koren 
had already made up his mind that he would not 
be able to gel off that day, and had settled down 
to play chess with Samoylenko; but alter dark^ 
the orderly announced that there were lights on 
the sea and that a rocket had been seen. 

Von Konn made haste. He put his satchel 
over his shoulder, and kissed Samoylenko and the 
deacon. Though there was not the slightest 
necessity, he w(>nt through the rooms again, said 
good-bye to the orderly and the cook, and went 
out into the street, feeling that he had left some- 
thing bcliind, either at the doctor’s or his lodging. 
In the street he walked beside Samoylenko, behind 
them came the deacon with a box, and last of 
all the orderly with two portmanteaus. Only 
Samoylenko and the orderly could distinguish the 
dim lights on the sea. The others gazed into the 
darkness and saw nothing. The steainer had 
stopped a long way from the coast. 

Make haste, make haste," Von Koren hurried 
them. " I am afraid it will set oil." 

As they passed the little house with three 
windows, into which Laevsky had moved soon after 
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the duel. Von Koren could not resist peeping in at. ; 
the window. Laevsky was sitting, writing, bent ' 
over the table, with his back to the window. 

" I wonder at him !" said the zoologist softly. 

** What a screw he has put on himself !” 

*' Yes, one may well wonder,” said Samoylcnko. 

■ ” He sits from morning till night, he's alwa5's 
at work. He works to pay off his debts. And he . 
lives, brother, worse than a beggar !” 

Half a minute of silence followed. The zoologist, 
the doctor, and tlie deacon stood at the window 
and went on looking at Laevsky. 

” So he didn't get away from here, poor fellow,” 

' said Samoyleiiko. ” Do you remember how hard 
he tried ?” 

" Yes, he has put a screw on himself,” Von 
Koren repeated. ” His marriage, the way he 
works all da\- long for his daily bread, a new 
expression in his face, ;uid even in his walk — ^it's 
all so extraordinary that I don't know what to 
call ii.'* 

Tile zoologist look Samoylenko's sleeve and went . 
on with emotion in his voice: 

“ You tell him and his wife that when I w'ent 
away I was full of admiration for them and wished 
them all happiness . . . and I beg him, if he can,,' 
not to remember evil against me. He known me. 
He knows that if I could have foreseen this 
. change, then I might have become his best friend.” 

” Go in and say good-bye to him.” 

” No, that wouldn't do.” 

” Why ? God knows, perhaps you'll never see 
him again.” 
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'iTh^^oiogist reflected, and said: 

" That's true." 

Samoylenko tapped softly at the window. 
Laevsky started and looked round. 

" Vanya, Nikolay Vassilitch wants to say good- 
bye to you," said Sanioylenko. " He is just 
going away. ' 

Laevsky got up from the table, and went into 
the passage to open the door. Samoylenko, the 
zoologist, and the deacon went into the house. 

" I can only come for one minute," began the 
zoologist, taking off his goloshes in the passage, 
and already wishing he had not given way to his 
fecliii^s and come in, uninvited. " It is as though 
I were forcing myself on him," he thought, " and. 
that's stupid.” 

" Forgive me fur disturbing you," he said as he 
went into the room with Laevsky, " but I'm just 
going away, and 1 had an impulse to see you. 
God knows whether wc shall ever meet again." 

“ I am very glad to see you. . . . Please come 
in," said Laevsky, and he awkwardly set chairs 
for his visitors as though he wanted to bar their 
way, and stood in the middle of the room, rubbing 
bis hands. 

" I should have done better to have left my 
audience in the street," thought Von Kofen, and 
he said firmly: " Don't remember evil against me, 
■Ivan Andreitch. To forget the pa.st is, of course, 

. impossible — it is too painful, and I've not come 
here to apologize or to declare that I was not to 
' blame. I acted sincerely, and I have not changed ' 
my conviction since then. ... It is true that . 
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I see, to my great delight, that I was mistaken 
in regard to you, but it's easy to make a false 
step even on a smooth road, and, in fact, it's the 
natural human lot: if one is not mistaken in the 
main, one is mistaken in the details. Nobody 
knows the real truth.'* 

“ No, no one knows the truth,'* said Laevsky. 

'* Well, good-bye. . . . God give you all happi- 
ness.'* 

Von Keren gave Laevsky his hand; the latter 
took it and bowed. 

" Don't remember evil against me,” said Von 
Koren. ” Give my greetings to your wife, and 
say I am very sorry not to say good-bye to her.” 

She is at home.” 

Laevsky went to the door of tlu*. next room, and 
said: 

" Nadya, Nikolay Vassililch wants to say good- 
bye to you.” 

Nadyezhda Fyodorovna came in; she stopped 
near the doorway and looked shyly at the vi^itor5. 
There was a look of guilt and disma\' on her face, 
and she held her hands like a schoolgirl receiving 
a scolding. 

” I'm just going away, Nadyezhda Fyodorovna,” 
said Von Koren, ” and have come to say good-bye.” 

She held out her hand uncertainly while Laevsky 
bowed. 

"What pitiful figures they arc, though!” 
thought Von Koren. "The life they are living 
does not come easy to them. I shall be in Moscow 
and Petersburg; can I send you anything?” he 
asked. 
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" Oh !*' said Nadyezhda Fyodorovna, and she 
looked anxiously at her husband. I don't 
think there's anything. . . .” 

'* No, nothing . . said Laevsky, rubbing his 
hands. “ Our greetings." 

Von Korcn did not know what he could or ought 
to say, though as he went in he tliought he would 
say a very great d('al that would be warm and good 
and important. Ho shook hands with Laevsky 
and his wife in silence, and left them with a 
depressed feeling. 

" What people !" .said the deacon in a low voice, 
as he walked ])eliind them. " My God, what 
people ! Of a truth, the right hand of God has 
planted this vine ! I-ord ! Lord ! One man 
vanquishes thousands and another tens of thou- 
sands. Nikolay Vassilitch," he said ecstatically. 
" let mo tell you that to-day you have conquered 
the greatest of man’s enemies— pride." 

" Hush, deacon ! Fine conquerors we are ! 
Conquerors ought to look like eagles, while he's 
a pitiful ligure, timid, crushed; he bow’s like a 
Chinese idol, and 1 , I am sad. . , ." 

] They heard steps behind them. It was Lae\^ky, 
hurrying after them to see him off. The orderly 
W'as standing on tlic quay with the two port- 
mante«LUS, and at a little distance stood four 
. boatmen. 

" There is a wind, though. . . . Brrr !" said 
Samoylenko. " There must be a pretty stiff 
' storm on the sea now ! You are not going off 
at a nice time, Kolya." 

" I'm not afraid of sea-sickness." 





. tossed in the agent’s sloop. Where's th§ agent]^ 
%oop ?" he shouted to the boatmen. 

" It has gone. Your Excellency.” ‘ 3 

" And the Customs-house boat ?” 

" That’s gone, too.” 

•' "Why didn’t you let us know ?” said Samoy- 
;lenko angrily. “ You dolts !” 

" It’s all the same, don’t worry yourself . . 
;said Von Koren. " Well, good-bye. God keep; 
-you.” - •.:< 

Samoylenko embraced Von Koren and made the, 
.ajign of the cross over him three times. 

"Don’t forget us, Kolya. . . . Write 

■We shall look out for you next spring.” 

" Good-bye, deacon,” said Von Koren, shaking 
.hands with the deacon. " Thank you for your,'< 
company and for your pleasant conversation.. - 
.'Think about the expedition.” 

'>■ " Oh Lord, yes ! to the ends of the earth,” ' 
laughed the deacon. " I’ve nothing against 

Von Koren recognized Laevsky in the darkncssj\ 
and held out his hand without speaking. The^' 
Tboatinen were by now below, holding the boat, ' 
;;which was beating against the piles, though tl^.. 
'i%eakwater screened it from the breakers. Vo!n% 
(l^oren went down the ladder, jumped into thi^ 
^boat,. and sat at the helm. 

*' Write 1” Samoylenko. shouted to him. 

Ogaire of yoaiadf.”' ; 

"lo vone •' knows .. the .'real truth,’’ .!ti 
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Laevsky, turning up the collar of his coat rmd 
thrusting his hands into his slc(^^'cs. 

The boat lunud briskly out of the harbour into 
the oi)cn sea. It vanished in the waves, but at 
once from a deep hollow glided up oa tf) a high 
breaker, so that they could (lislingiiish the men 
and even tlu* oars, 'fhe boat moved three vtjrds 
forward and was siK'kerl two yards ba I:. 

"Write!’* Nhoute<l Sainoylenk(» ; "it’s devilish 
weatlier lor y«in lo go in.’* 

" Yes. no one kn(»ws the real truth . . 
thought Laevsky, looking wearily at the flark, 
re.stless sea. 

" It lliiigs the boat back,’* he thought; "she 
makes two steps forward and one stej> l>ac-k: but 
the boatmen are siuldMun, tlu*v work the c»ais 
unceasingly, and are not afraid of thi* higli waves. 
The boat goes an and <»n. Xow she is out of siglit, 
but ill hall an hour the boatmen will see tin- steamer 
lights distiiu'tly, and within an hour they will be 
by iIh^ steamer ladder. So it is in life. ... In 
tlu; search Ibr truth man inakc's two steps forwaid 
and one ste|» back. Sutferiiig, mistakes, and 
weariness of life thiust them back, but tlic thirst 
for truth and stubborn will drive them on and on. 
And who knows ? Perhaiis they will reach tlie 
r&d truth at last." 

" Go — o- -od-by — e," shouted Sainoyleiiko. 

" There’s no sight or sound of them," said tlie 
deacon. " Good hick on the journey !" 

It began to spot with rain. 
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KXCKLLENT PKOPLK 

Oncu upiMi a time there lived in Moscow a man 
eall(‘d X^ladimir Scinyonitch Liadovsky. He took 
his dejrrfo al the university in the faculty of law' 
and had a post on the board of management of 
some railway; hut if you had asked liini what his 
work was. ho would look candidly and openly 
at you with his large bright eyes through his gold 
pincenez, and would answer in a soft, velvety, 
lisping baritone: 

My work is literature.” 

After completing his course at the university, 
Vladimir Semyonitch had had a paragraph of 
theatrical criticism accepted by a newspaper. 
From this paragraph he passed on to reviewing, 
and a year later he had advanced to writing a 
w'eekly article on literary matters for the same 
paper. But it docs not follow from these facts 
that ho was an amateur, that his literary work 
was of an ephemeral, haphazard character. 
Whenever I saw his neat spare figure, his high 
forehead and long mane of hair, when I listened 
to his speeches, it always seemed to me that his 
writing, quite apart from w^hat and how he wrote, 
was something organically part of him, like the 
beating of his heart, and that his whole literary 
165 
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programme must have been an integral part of 
his brain while he was a baby in his mother's 
womb. Even in his walk, his gestures, his manner 
of shaking off the ash from his cigarette, 1 could 
read this whole programme from A to Z, with 
all its claptrap, dulncss, and honourable sentiments. 
He was a literary man all over when with an in- 
spired fare he laid a wreath on the coflin <'f some 
celebrity, or with a grave and solemn face colleclcd 
signatures for some address; his passion for making 
the acquaintance of distinguished literary men, 
his faculty for finding talent even where it was 
absent, his perpetual enthusiasm, his piilsc that 
went at one hundred and twenty a minute, his 
ignorance of life, the genuinely feminine flutter 
with which lie. threw himself into concerts and 
literary evenings for the benefit of destitute 
students, the way in which he gravitated towards 
the young — all this v\ould have created for him 
the reputation of a writer even if he had not 
written his articles. 

He was one of those writers to whom phrases 
like " We are but few," or " What would life be 
without strife ? Forward !" were pre-eminently 
becoming, though he never strove with anyone 
and never did go forward. It did not even sound 
mawkish when he fell to discoursing oft ideals* 
Every anniversary of the university, on St. 
Tatiana's Day, he got drunk, chanted Gaudeamus 
out of tunc, and his beaming and perspiring 
countenance seemed to say; "Sec, I'm drunk; 
I'm keeping it up !" But even that suited him. 

Vladimir Semyonitch had genuine faith in his 
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literary vocation and his whole programme. He 
had no doubts, and was evidently very well 
pleased with himself. Only one thing grieved 
him — the paper for which he worked had a limited 
circulation and was not very influential. But 
Vladimir Scmyonitcli believed that sooner or 
later he wouUl succeed in getting on to a solid 
magazine where lie would have scope anil could 
display himself- -and what little distress lie felt 
on this score was i)ale beside the brilliance of his 
hopes. 

Visiting tlii.s charming man, I made the ac- 
quaintance of his sister, Vera Semyonovna, a 
Woman doctor. At first sight, what struck me 
about this woman was her look of exhaustion and 
extreme ill-health. She was young, with a good 
figure and regular, rather large features, but in 
comparison with Ikt agile, elegant, and talkative 
brother she seemed angular, listless, slovenly, 
and sullen. There was something strained, cold, 
apathetic in her movements, smiles, and words; 
she was not liked, and w«ls thought proud and not 
very intelligent. 

In reality, I fancy, she was resting. 

*' My dear friend,” her brother would often 
say to me, sighing and flinging back his hair in 
his p^turesque li'terarj^ way, *' one must never 
judge by appearances ! Look at this book : 
it has long ago been read. It is warped, tattered, 
and lies in the dust uncared for; but open it, 
and it will make you weep and turn pale. My 
sister is like that book. Lift the cover and peep 
into her soul, and you will be horror-stricken. 
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Vera passed in some three months through experi- 
ences that would have been ami)le for a whole 
lifetime. !” 

Vladimir Semyonitcli looked rouud him, took 
me by tlie sleeve, and iK'gan to whisper: 

“ You know, after taking her^di.grec* she married, 
for love, an areliitec't. It’s a complete tragedy! 
Tiiev had liardly been married a month when — 
wJie\v!--her husband dic‘d of ty[)lnis. lint that 
was not all. She < aught typhus fn»m liini, and 
wlien, on her recovery, she leartit tliat her Ivan 
wji'i dead, slie took a good dose of morphia. If 
it had not been for vigt)rons ini jisures Inken by 
her friends, iny Vera would havi* been by now in 
Paradise. 'I'ed me, isn’t it a tragedy ? And is 
not my sist(‘r like an in^eniic wlio has played 
alnvady all the five acts of her life ? The audience 
may stay for the farce, but the must go 

home to rest.” 

After three months u; mis<Ty Vi-ra Semyonovna 
had come to lixe. with her brother. She v.as not 
fitter! for the practice of medicine, which ex- 
hausted her and dirl not satisfy her; shi* did not 
give one tlitj impression of knowing her subject, 
and I never once heard her say anything referring 
to her midical studies. 

Slit' gave up medicine, and, silent and un- ' 
occupied, as though she were a prisoner, spent the 
remainder of her youth in colourless apathy, with 
bowed head and hanging hands. The only thing 
to which she w.as not completely indifferent, and 
which brought some brightness into the twilight 
of her life, was the presence of her brother, whom 
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she loved. Slio loved him himself and his pro- 
gramme*. she was full of roviTon('(‘ for his articles: 
and when she was asked what her brother was 
doing, she would answer in a subdui'd voice as 
though afraid of waking <ir distracting him: " He 
is writing. . . Usually when he was at work 
she used to sit hesicU* him. her eyi‘S fixed on his 
writing hand. She used at surl- iuoinents to 
look like a sick aniin.d wanning itself in the 
sun. . . . 

One winter e^•(*ning Vladimir Scmyonitch was 
silling at his table wiiling a critical article for 
his newspapi-r: Vera Semyonovna was sitting 
beside him. slaring as usual at his writing hand. 
The critic wrote ra]>idly, without erasures or 
corrections, 'fhe ])en scratched and sipieaked. 
On the table near the writing liand tluire lay open 
a freshly-ciit volume of a thick magazine, contain- 
ing a story ol peasant life, signed with two initials, 
Vladimir Semyoriitch was enthusiastic; Ik* thought 
the author was admirable in his handling of the 
subject, sugge^ti'd 'Furgenev in his descriptions of 
nature, was truthful, and had an excellent know- 
ledge of the life of the peasantry. The critic 
himself knew nothing of pea.sant life c.xccpt from 
books and hearsay,, but his feelings and iiis inner 
tonvictions forced him to believe the story. 
He foretold a brilliant future for the author, 
assured him he. should await the conclusion of the 
story with great impatience, and so on. 

Fine story \” he said, flinging him.self back in 
his chair and closing his eyes with pletasurc. The 
tone is extremely good," 
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Vera Semyonovna looked at him, yawned aloud, 
and suddenly asked an unex])cctcd question. Ill 
the evening she. had a habit of yawning nervously 
and asking short, abrupt questions, not always 
relevant. 

Volodya,” she lusked. ” what is the meaning 
c»f non-resistance to evil ?” 

” Nf»n-resistance to evil !” repeated her brother, 
opening his eyes. 

” Yes. Wiiat do you understand by it ?” 

” You see, my dear, imagine that thieves or 
brigands attack you, and you, instead of . . . ' 

” No, give me a logical definition.” 

” A logical definition ? Um ! Well.” Vladimir 
Semyonitch pondered. ” N on-resist Jince. to evil 
means an attitude of non-intcrferencc with regard 
to all that in the sphere of morality is called evil.” 

Saying tliis, Vladimir Semyonitch bent over the 
table and took up a novel. This novel, written by 
a woman, dealt with the painfulncss of the irregular 
position of a society lady wdio was living under the 
same roof with hei lover and her illegitimate child. 
Vladimir Semyonitch was pleased with the excel- 
lent tendency of the storj’, the plot and the pre- 
sentation of it. Making a brief summary of the 
novel, he. selected the best passjigcs and added 
to them in his account: "How true to ^'eality/ 
how' living, how picturesque ! The author is not 
merely an artist ; she is also a subtle psychologist 
who can see into the hearts of her characters. 
Take, for example, this vivid description of the 
emotions of the heroine cn meeting her husband,” 
and so on. 
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'* Volodya/* Vera Semyonovna interrupted Ins 
critical effusions, '* Tve been haunted by a strange 
idea since yesterday. I keep wondering where we 
should all be if human life were ordered on the 
basis of non-resistance to evil ?*' 

*' In all probability, nowhere. Non-resistance to 
evil would give the full rein to the criminal will, 
and, to say notliiiig of civilization, this uould 
leave not one* stone standing upon another any- 
where on earth.” 

” What would bo left ?** 

” Eashi-Eiizouke and brothels. In my next 
article I’ll talk about that i)erhaj)s. Thani: you 
for reminding me.** 

And a week later my friend kept his promise. 
That was just at the period — in the eighties — 
when people were beginning to talk and write 
of non-resistance, of the right to judge, to punish, 
to make war; when some people in our set were 
beginning to do without servants, to retire into 
the country, to work on the land, and to renounce 
animal food and carnal love. 

After reading her brother’s article, Vera Semyo- 
novna pondered and hardly perceptibly shi-ugged 
her shoulder.^. 

” Very nice !*' she said. ” But still there's a 
^reat deal I don't understand. For instance, in 
Leskov’s story ' Belonging to the Cathedral * 
there is a queer gardener who sows for the benefit 
of all — for customers, for beggars, and any who 
care to steal. Did he behave sensibly ?*' 

From his sister’s tone and expression Vladimir 
Semyonitch saw that she did not like his article. 
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and. almost for the first time in his life, his vanity 
as an author sustained a shock. Witli a shade 
of irritation he answered: 

“Theft is immoral. To sow for thieves is to 
recognize the right of thieves to existence. What 
would you think if I were to establish a newsj)aper 
and. dividing it into sei'tions. ]in)vide for black- 
mailing as well as for liberal ideas ? Following 
tiu* example of that gardi^ner. I (night, logically, 
to provide a section for black inai len s, the intelli?ctual 
scoundrels ? Yes." 

V(‘ra Seinyonovn.i made no answer. Siie got 
up Irom the table, moved languidly lo the sofa 
and lay <l<jwu. 

“ I (ioii’t know, I know nothing about it," she 
said musingly. ' “ You are in'ohably right, but 
it seems to me, I feel somehow, that tInTe ’s some- 
thing false in our rosistanet* to evil, as though there 
were soiiK'thing ( onct'aled or unsaid, (iod knows, 
peiluips our methods ol resisting evil Ixdong to 
the category (>f prejudice's which have become so 
deeply root(\l in us that W(‘ are iiK'apablc; of 
parting witli them, and therefore cannot form a 
correct judgment of thcni." 

“ How do you mean ?“ 

“ I don’t know how to explain to you. Perhaps 
man is mistaken in thinking that he is oblfged to 
resist evil and lias a right to do so, just as he is 
mistaken in thinking, for instance, that the heart 
looks like an ace of hearts. It is very possible 
in resisting evil we ought not to use force, but to 
use what is the very opposite of force — if you, for 
instance, don’t want this picture stolen from you. 
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you ought to give it away rather than lock it 
up. . . 

" That’s rlevcr, ver\' clever ! If I want to 
marry a rich, vulgar woman, she ought to i)revent 
me from such a shabby a('tiun by hastening to 
make me an offer herself !” 

The brother and sister talked till midnight 
witliout understanding each other. If tUiy out- 
sider had overheard them he wt>uld hardly have 
bet'll abli' to make out what eitlier of them was 
driving at. 

They usually s] u ni the evening at home. There 
were no frieinls' lamses to which the\' could 
go, and they felt no iieetl for frieiuls; they only 
went to the tlu'atre when there was a new play 
— such was the custom in liti'iaiy circles--they 
did not go to concerts, for thev did not care for 
music. 

" You may tiiink what you like," Vera Semyo- 
novna began again the next day, ” but for me the 
question is to a great <‘xtent settled. I am firmly 
C()nvinc(Kl that 1 have no grounds for ri'sisting evil 
directed against me personally. If they want to 
kill me, let them. My defending myself will not 
make the murderer IwUer, All 1 have now to 
decide is the second half of the question: how 
f ough+ to behave to evil directed against iny 
neighbours ?” 

" Vera, mind you don’t become rabid !” said 
X’ladimir Semyoiiitcli, laughing. " 1 sec non- 
resistance is becoming your idee fixe 

He wanted to turn off tliese tedious conversations 
with a jest, but somehow it was beyond a jest ; his 
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smiLe was artificial and sour. His sister gave up 
sitting beside his table and gazing reverently at 
his writing hand, and he felt every evening that 
behind him on the sofa lay a person who did not 
agret* with him. And his back grew stiff and numb, 
and there was a chill in his soul. An authors 
vanity is vindictive, implacable, incapable of 
loigiveness, and his sister was the first and only 
person who had laid bare and disturbed that un- 
easy feeling, which is like a big l)ox of crockery, 
easy to unpack but impossible to pa('k up again as 
it was before. 

Weeks and months p:Lssed by, anti his sister 
clung to her ideas, and did nf)t sit down by the 
table. One spring evening Vladimir Semyonitch 
was sitting at his table writing an article. He 
was reviewing a novel which described how a 
village schoolmistress refused the man whom she 
lov(.*d ami w'ho loved her. a man both wealthy and 
intellectual, simply because marriage made her 
w'^jrk as a schoolmistress impossible. Vera 
.Semyonovna lay on the sofa and brooded. 

'* My God, how slow it is !" she said, stretching. 

How insipid and empty life is ! 1 don't know 
what lo do with myself, and you are wasting j'our 
best years in goodness knows what. Like some 
alchemist, you are rummaging in old rubbish 
that nobody wants. My God !” 

Vladimir Semyonitch dropped his pen and slowly 
looked round at his sister. 

It's depressing to look at you !" said his 
sister. " Wagner in ‘ Faust ' dug up worms, 
but he Was looking for a treasure, anyway, and 
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you arc looking for worms for the sake of the 
worms." 

" That’s vague !” 

" Yes, Volodya; all these days I’ve been think- 
ing. I've been thinking painfully ff)r a long time, 
and I have come to the conclusion that you are 
hopelessly reactionary and conventional, ('ome, 
ask yourself what is the object ol your zealous, 
coiiscieiitioiLs work ? Tell me, what is it ? Why, 
e\i‘rything has long ago been extracted that can 
be extracted from that rubbish in which you arc 
always lummaging. You may pound water in a 
mortrn* and analyze it as long as you like, you'll 
maki* nothing more of it than the chemists have 
made already. . . 

Indeerl !’’ drawled Vladimir Semyonitch, get- 
ting up. " Yes, all this is ftld rubbish because 
these ideas are eternal; but what do you coivsider 
new, tlien 

" V<»u undertake to work in the domain of 
tlioiighl : it is for you to think of something new. 
It’s not for mo to teach you." 

" Me ---an alchemist !" the critic cried in wonder 
and indignationi screwing up his eyes ironically. 

Art. progress- -all that is alchemy ?" 

*' You see, ^’’olodya, it seems t*) me that if all 
you thinking people had set yourselves to solving 
great problems, all these little questions that you 
fuss about now would solve themselves by the 
way. If you go up in a balloon to see a town, 
j'ou will incidentally, without any effort, see the 
helds and the villages and the rivers as w^ell. 
When stearine is manufactured, you get glycerine 
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as a by-product. It seems to me that contcm]io- 
rary thou^^ht has settled on one spot and stuck to 
it. It is prejudiced. aY)athetic. timid, afniid to 
take a wide tit.'uiic flight, just as you and I arc 
afraid to climb on a high mountain ; it is conserva- 
tive." 

Such conversations could not but leave traces. 
Tlv' relations of the brotluT and sister grew in«>re 
and more strained every day. The brother 
became unable to work in his sister's ])resence, 
and grew irritable when he knew his sisti^r was 
lying on the sofa, looking at his back; while the 
sister frowiieil nervously and stretched when, 
trying to bring ba<*k the past, he atlenn)ted to 
share his enthusiasms with lu.*r. Ii)very evening 
she complained ot being bored, and talked about 
independeiiei of mind and those who are in the 
rut (jf tradition, ('arried away by her new idea?, 
Vera Semyonovna proved that the work that her 
brother was s(j erigros.-.ed in was e(»nvenlioiii'd, 
that it was a vahi ethirt ol eonservative minds to 
jueserve what had already served its turn and uas 
vanishing from tlie .'^cr•ne of action. She made 
no end of comparisons. She ccaiipared her 
brother id one time to an alchemist, then to a 
musty Oid Believer who would sooner die than 
listen to rciison. By degrees there was ii jier- 
ceptible c'hange in her manner of life, too. Slic 
was capable of lying on the sofa all day l(»ng 
doing nothing but think, while her face wore 
a cold, dry expression such as one secs in one- 
sided people of strong faith. She began to refuse 
the tittcnlions of the servants, swept and tidied 
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lior own room, cltaiiecl hur own boots and brushed 
\wv own clothes. Her brother could not lulp 
looking with irritation and even hatred at her cold 
face when she wiiit about her menial w«)rk. 
Ill that work, which was always perforinc;d with 
a certain solcmnitv. he saw something strained 
and fal.-e, he saw soinetliiiig b(»th iih.insaical and 
aifected. And kimwing he l oultl noi tnia h her 
by jiersUiLsioii, lie cai\ud at her and teased her 
like a schonlboy. 

“ Von won't resist evil, but you resist my having 
servants I” he laiiniefl her. “ If si‘r\aiits are an 
evil, wliy ilo > nu cippoM* it ? Thai's incon^i -.teni !" 

Me 'iiijfered, was iiirlignaiil and even ashamed. 
He felt aslianit'd when hi< sister began doing odd 
thing?, before strangers. 

“ It’s awful, my dear fellow,” he said t«) me in 
private, waving his hands in desimir. ” It seems 
that mir /«ge/na’ has remained to play a part in 
the tarce, loo. She’s become morlSid to the 
marrow ot lier hones * I’ve washed niv hands of 
her, let lier think as she likts; but wJiy dt)es slie 
talk, why doe.s she excite* me ? She ought t«> 
think what it UK'aus for me to listen to her. Wlad 
1 feel wlieii in my pvc’seiice she has the etfiontery 
to sup])urt her ern»rs bv blasiihemously cjiu)ti!ig 
jlie teaching (»f t'hrist ! It chokes me I It makes 
me hot all over to hear my sister propounding 
lier doctrines and trying to distort the Gospel to 
»iiit her, wlu*n she pui'iiosely refrains from nieiiiion- 
ing how the iiioiiey-eliangers were driven out (jf 
the Temple. That's, my dear fellow, what comes 
of being half educated, undeveloped ! That's 

11 12 
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what comes of medical studies which provide no 
general culture !” 

One day on coming home from the office, 
Vladimir Semyonitrh found his sister crying. She 
was sitting on the sofa witli her head bowed, 
wringing her hands, and team were flow'ing freely 
d«nvn her clieeks. The critic's good heart tlirobbed 
with pain. Tears fell from his cyi\s. too, and he 
longt'd to pet his sister, to forgix'i* lu*r, to beg her 
forgi\ enes.s, and to live as thc*y used to Ix'fore. . . . 
He knelt down and kisserl her head, her hands, 
her shoulders. . . . She smiled, smiled bitterly, 
unareountably, while he with a cry of joy j limped 
U[). seized tlie magazine from the tabh‘ and said 
warmly : 

“ Hurrah ! We'll live as w’o used to, \ erolchka ! 
W'ith (Jod's blessing! And I’ve such a surprise 
for you here ! Instead ot celebrating the occasion 
with champagne, let us read it together ! A 
splendid, wonderful thing !" 

" Oh no, no !' cried Vera Semyonovna, pushing 
away the lu-ok in alarm. " I've road it already ! 
I don’t want it, I don't want it !’’ 

" When did you read it ?" 

" A year , . . two years ago. ... I read it 
long ago, and I know it, I know it !" 

'■ H'm ! . , . You’re a fanatic!” her brother' 
said coldly, dinging the ms^azinc on to the table. 

” No, you arc a fanatic, not I ! You !” And 
Vera Semyonovna dissolved into tears again. 
Her brother stood before her, looked at her quiver- 
ing shoulders, and thought. He thought, not of 
the agonies of loneliness endured by anyone who 
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begins to think in a new way of their own. not of 
the inevitable sufferings of a genuine spiritual 
revolution, but of the outrage to his programme, 
the outrage to his author’s vanity. 

From this time he treated his sister coldly, with 
careless irony, and he endured her presence in 
the room as one endures the pp sence of old 
w'omen that are dependent on one. For her part, 
she left of! disputing with him and met all his 
arguments, jeers, and attacks with a condescend- 
ing silence which irritated him more than ever. 

One summer morning Vera Semyonovna, dressed 
for liavelling with a satehol over her shoulder, 
wont in to her brother and coldly kissed him on 
the forehead. 

Where are you going ?*’ ho asked with surprise. 

“ To the province of N. to do vaccination work.” 

Her brother went out into the street with her. 

” So that’s what you’ve decided upon, you 
queer girl,” he muttered. ” Don't you want 
some money ?" 

” No, thank you. Good-bye.” 

, The sister shook her brother’s hand and set off. 

” Why don't you have a cab ?” cried Vladimir 
Semyonitch. 

£he di^ not answ'er. Her brother gazed after 
her, watched her rxisty-looking waterproof, the 
swaying of her figure as she slouched along, forced 
himself to sigh, but did not succeed in rousing 
a feeling of regret. His sister had become a 
stranger to him. And he was a stranger to her. 
Anyway, she did not once look round. 

(k>ing back to his room, Vladimir Semyonitch at 
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(»nce sat down to the tabic and began to work at 
his article. 

1 never saw ^'era Semyonovna again. Where 
slu- is now 1 do nut know. And \'laclimir Seiiiyo- 
nitcli went on writing liis articles, laying wrctiilis 
on coffins, singing Gandeamns, busying himself 
o\ er the Mutual Aid ScK'iety of Moscow Journalists. 

iie fell ill with inllamination of the lungs; he 
was ill ill bed for three months -at fust at home, 
and afterwards in the (h»litsyn ilosiiital. An 
abscess developed in his knee. IV(»ple saitl he 
iiught to be. siiu to the Crimea, and began getting 
iij) a collection for him. But he did not go to 
llie Crimea --ho died. We buried him in the 
Vagankovsky Cemetery, on the hdt side, where 
artists and literary men are buried. 

One ilav we writeis were sitting in the Tatais' 
restaurant. I memioiied that 1 luul lately been 
in the Vagankovsky Cemetery and had seen 
^’I.Klinlir Seinvonileh's grave there. 1 1 was utte-i ly 
iieglccti'cl and almost indistinguishable from the 
rtst of tlie ground, the cross had fallen; ii uas 
iiecessa-iy to eolleet a few roubles to put it in 
Old', r. 

But they listened tf» what I said unconcernedly, 
made no answer, aiul I could not collect a farthing. 
X(j one reineml)ered Vladimir Scmyoiiitch. Ke 
was utterly foi gotten. 
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Gracefully swaying in the saddle, a young man 
wearing the snow-white tunic of an officer rode 
into the great yard of the vodka distillerv belong- 
ing to tlie heirs of M. E. Rothstcin. The sun 
smiled carelessly on the limit cnant’s little stars, on 
the white trunks of the birch-trees, on the heaps 
of broken glass srattiTed here and there in the 
yard. The radiant, \ igoroas beauty of a summer 
day lay over everything, and nothing hindered 
the sappy young green leaves from dancing gaily 
and winking at the clear blue sky. Even the 
dirty and soot -begrimed appearance of the brick- 
sheds and the stifling fumes of the distillery 
did not spoil the general good impression. The 
lieutenant sprang gaily out of the saddle, handed 
over his horse to a man who ran up, and stroking 
witli his finger bis delicate black moustaches, 
•went jn at the front door. On the top step of 
the old but light and softly carpeted staircase 
he was met by a maidservant with a haughty, not 
very youthful face. The lieutenant gave her his 
card without speaking. 

As she went through the rooms with the card, 
the maid could see on it the name " Alexandr 
183 
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Grigorvfvitrh Sokulskv.” A niiinito lalor she 
caini' bark and told the lirutt'iiaiU tliai Iht mislnss 
cii'.ild not see him, as she was nut leeling quite 
well. Sokolsky looked at the and Ihiiist 

out his lower lij). 

How vexali(»iis !" he said. *' Listen, mv dear,*' 
ho said eagerly. " (io and till Susanna Moiseye- 
Mia that it is veiy neeessaiy fur nu to .s]vak to her 
-'--very. I will only kiTj) her one minute. Ask 
he! to exeuse me.” 

Till* maid shiiiggi'd one .diuuldei and went off 
languidly to her inislriss. 

“ Very well !” she sighe<l. reluming after a l)riof 
interval. JMease walk in !" 

The lieutenant went with her through ttvi* or 
SIX largi*. luxuriously fuinislied n»onis and a 
eoiridor. and nnally found liiinself in a large and 
lofty squaie room, in whieli fioiii the liisl step he 
was imj)i\ssed by the abundanee of lloweis and 
]j1;iius and th.e sweet, almost levadlingb' heavy 
iragraiire of jasmine. Floweis were trained to 
trellis-work along I he wall:>, sereeniiig the windows, 
hung from the ceiling, and were wirathed over 
the <.urners, .so that the room was more like a 
greenho'isc than a place to live in. Tits, (aiiariiis, 
and goUlhnehes chirruped among tlie green lea\e§ 
and tlutiercd against the window-panes. 

** l*'oigi\e me h)r receiving you here,” the lieu- 
tenant heard in a mellow' feminine voice with a 
burr on the letter r wliich was not without chaim. 
** Yesterday I had a sick headache, and I’m trying 
to keep still to prevent its coining on again. 
What do you w'ant 
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I'lxactly opposite the entraiv'e, lit* saw sitting in 
a big low chair, such as old nu-n use, a woman in 
an I'xpiiisive ('hiiuse dressing-gown, with her 
liea.d wra])pod u]'. h*aning l)a< k on a i)ill(jw. 
Xothing could bi- sivn behind the woollen shawl 
in which she was iminied but a pah*, long, pointed, 
soiii'-wiiat aquiline uom*. and one largi* dark eye. 
Ih r ainpl(‘ dns‘-ing-g*A\ii (oncealed her ligiire, 
bu! judging fnnn Ium' beautiful liaiid, from her 
voie.*, lu’r nose, ail'd her e\*‘. she might be twenty- 
six or iwenty-eiglit. 

“ Forgive me ioi l)eing so pi‘i.sisteiit . 
l"-;; ;:: the lieiileiiaui. elinkiiig his sjuus. “ Allow 
me t<» introduce myself: Sokolskv ! 1 come \Nilli 

a message Irom my euu-in. your neighbour, 
Alexey l\ano\iieli Kiyukov. who . . 

“I know!” imei|)osed Susanna Moiseyevna. 
“ 1 know Krvukov. Sn down: I don’t like any- 
thing big standing beloia nn*.” 

“ My ('ousin idiaigis me to ask you a favour,” 
til- lieutenant went on, elinking his spurs once 
ni'iie and silting down. " 'Die fact is, your late 
father made a purchase (»f oaL'> from my <*ousin 
last winter, ami a small sum was left owing. The 
payment only beeonus due iie.xl week, but my 
^omsin begs ytui most paitieularly to pay him— if 
possiWe, to-day." 

As the lieiiti-iianl talked, he stole side-glances 
about him. 

” Surely I’m not in her bedioom ?" he thought. 

In one corner of the room, where the foliage w'as 
thie.kest and tallest, under a pink awning like a 
funeral canopy, stood a bed not yet made, with 
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the bedclothes still in disorder. Close by on two 
armchairs lay heaps of crumpled feminine garments. 
Petticoats and sleeves with rimipled lace and 
flounces were trailing on tlie carpet, on which 
here and there lay bits of white tape, cigarette- 
ends. and the papers of caramels. . . . Under 
the bed the toc^s, ixrinted and square, of sli]>pers 
of all kimls peeped out in a long row. And it 
seemed to the lieutenant that tlu‘ scent the 
jasmine came not from the Howers, but from the 
bed and tlu' slip})ers. 

And wJiat is the sum owing ?” asked Susanna 
Moisej'cvna. 

" Two thousand thri*(‘ hundred.*’ 

Oho !*' said the Jewess, showing another large 
black eye. "And you call that— a small sum ! 
flowever, it’s just the same i)aying it to-day or 
paying it in a week, but I ’\-e had so many payments 
to make in the hist two months since my father’s 
death. . . . Sucli a lot of stupid business, it 
makes my head go round ! A nice idea ! I want 
to go abroad, and they keep forcing me to attend 
to these silly things. Vodka, oats . . ,*' she 
muttered, half closing her eyes, " oats, bills, 
percentages, or, as my head-cl<#rk says, ‘ pre- 
centage.’ ... It's awful. Yesterday I simply 
turned the excise ofliccr out. He pesters me with* 
his Tralles. I said to him: ‘ Go to the devil with 
your Tralles ! I can’t sec anyone !' He kissed 
my hand and went away. I tell you what: 
can’t your cousin wait two or three months ?" 

" A cruel que.stion !” laughed the lieutenant. 

' * My cousin can wait a year, but it's I who cannot 
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wait ! You see, it's on my own account I'm 
acting, I ought to tell you. At all costs I must 
have money, and by ill-luck my cousin hasn't 
a rouble to spare. I'm forced to ride about and 
collect debts. I've just been to see a peasant, our 
tenant: here I'm now calling on you; from lure 
I shall go on to somewhere else, and keep on like 
that until I get together five thoiisnnd ruubles. 
I need money awfully !*’ 

" Nonsense ! What does a young man want 
with money ? Whims, mischief. Why, have you 
been going in for dis.sijiation ? Or losing at cards ? 
Or are you getting married ?" 

" You've guessed !" laughed the lieutenant, and 
rising slightly from his seat, he clinked his spurs. 
" I really am going to be married." 

Susanna Mois(‘yevna looked intently at htr 
visitor, made a wiy fa(v, and sighed. 

" I ean’t make out what possesses peoj)le to 
get married !" she said, looking about her for licr 
poeket-handkerchief. " Life is so short, one has 
so little freedom, and they must put chains on 
themselves !" 

" Everyone has his own way of looking at 
things. ..." 

" Yes, yes, of course; everyone has his own way 
of looking at things. . . . But, I say, are you 
really going to marry someone poor ? Are you 
passionately in love ? And why must you liave 
live thousand ? Why won't four do, or three ?" 

" AVhat a tongue she has !" thought the lieu- 
tenant, and answered: "The difficulty is that an 
officer is not allowed by law to marry till he is 
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twenty-eight; if you choose to marry, you have 
to leave the Service or else pay a deposit of five 
thousand.” 

” Ah, now I understand. Listen. You said 
just now that everyone lias his own way of looking 
at things. . . . Perha})s your fiancee is someone 
special and remarkable, but . . . but 1 am 
utterly unable to understand how any decent man • 
can live with a woman. I can’t for the life of me 
understand it. 1 have lived, thank the I-ord, 
twenty-seven x-care, and 1 have never yet .seen 
an endurable woman. They're all affected minxes, 
immoral, liars; . . . The only ones I can put 
up with are cooks and housemaids, but so-called 
ladies I won’t let come within shooting distance of 
me. But, thank God, they hate me and don't ‘ 
force themselves on me ! If one of them wants 
money she sends her husband, but nothing will 
induce her to come herself, not from pride — ^no, 
but from cowardice; she's afraid of my making a 
scene. Oh, I understand their hatred very well ! . 
Rather ! T openly display what they do their 
very utmost to conceal from God and man. How 
can they help hating me ? No doubt you've heard 
bushels of scandal about me already. . . 

” I've only arrived here so lately . . 

” Tut, tut, tut ! . . . I see from yoijr eyesd . 
But your brother's wife, surely she primed you , 
for this expedition? Think of letting a young 
man come to see such an awful woman without 
warning him — ^how could she? Ha, ha! . . . 
But tell me, how is your brother ? He's a fine 
fellow, such a handsome man ! . . . I've seen ; 
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him several times at mass. Why do you look at 
me like that ? I very often go to church ! We 
all have the same God. To an educated person 
externals matter less than the idea. . . . That's 
so, isn’t it ?” 

*' Yes, of coursi? . . smiled the Ueutenant. 

“ Yes, the idea. . . . But you are not a bit 
like your brother. You are handeomo, too, but 
your brother is a great deal better-looking. T^e's 
wonderfully little likeness !’* 

" That's quite natural ; lie’s nut my brother, but 
my cousin.” 

'* Ah, to be sure ! So you must have the money 
to-day ? Why to-day ?” 

” My furlough is over in a few days.” 

" Well, what's to be done with you !” sighed 
Susanna Moiseyevna. ’* So be it. I’ll give you 
the money, though 1 know you'll abuse me for 
it afterwards. You'll quarrel with your tvife 
after you are married, and say: ' If that mangy 
Jewess hadn't given me the money, 1 should perhaps 
have been as free as a bird to-day !' Is your 
fianede pretty ?" 

” Oh yes. . . 

" H'm ! . . . Anyway, better something, if 
it's only beauty, than nothing. Though however 
I- beau^ful a woman is, it can never make up to 
her husband for her silliness.” 

" That's original !” laughed the lieutenant. 
” You are a woman yourself, and such a woman- 
hater !” 

” A woman . . .” smiled Susanna. ” It's not 
my fault that God has cast me into this mould. 
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; is it ? I'm no more to blame for it than you are 
' for having moustaches. Tiie violin is not re- 
sponsible for the choice of its case 1 am very 
fond of myself, but when anyone reminds me that 
1 am a woman, I begin to hate mysdi. Well, 
you can go away, and rU dress. Wait for me in 
the drawing-room.” 

The lieutenant went out, and the first thing he 
did was to draw a deep breath, to get rid of the 
heavy scent of jasmine, which had begun to irritate 
his throat and to make him feel giddy. 

” What a strange woman !” he thought, look, 
ing about him. “She talks fluently, but . . . 
far too much, and too freely. She must be 
.neurotic.” 

The drawing-room, in which he was standing 
now, was richly furnished, and had pretensions 
to luxury and style. There were dark bronze 
dishes with patterns in relief, views of Nice and 
the Rhine on the tables, old-fashioned s'xjnces, 
Japanese statuettes, but all this striving after 
luxury and style only emphasized the lack of 
' taste which was glaringly apparent in the gilt 
cornices, the gaudy wall-paper, the bright velvet 
table-cloths, the common oleographs in heavy 
' frames. The bad taste of the general effect was 
the more comiflete from the lack of finish and the 
. overcrowding of the room, which gave one a feeling 
that something was laddng, and that a great deal 
should have b^ thrown away. It was evident 
".'that the furniture had not been bought all at once, 
rbut had been picked up at auctions and other 
favourable opportunities. 
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Heaven knows what taste the lieutenant could 
boast of, but even he noticed one diaracteristic 
peculiarity about the whole place, which no luxury 
or style could efface — a complete absence of all 
trace of womanly, careful hands, which, as we all 
know, give a warmth, poetry, and snugness to 
the furnishing of a room. There was a chilliness 
about it such as one finds in waiting-rooms at 
stations, in clubs, and foyers at the theatres. 

There was scarcely anything in the room 
definitely Jewish, except, perhaps, a big picture 
of the meeting of Jacob and Esau. The lieu- 
tenant looked round about him, and, shrugging his 
shoulders, thought of his strange, new acquaint- 
ance, of her free-and-easy manners, and her way 
of talking. But then the door opened, and in the 
doorway appeared the lady herself, in a long 
black ^css, so slim and tightly laced that her 
figure looked as tliough it had been turned in 
a lathe. Now the lieutenant saw not only the 
nose and eyes, but also a thin white face, a head 
black and as curly as lamb's-wool. She did not 
attract him, though she did not strike him as 
ugly. He had a prejudice against un-Russian 
faces in general, and he considered, too, that the 
lady’s white face, the whiteness of which for some 
reason ^gested Ihe cloying scent of jasmine, did 
not go vreU with her little black curls and thick 
eyebrows ; that her nose and ears were astoimdingly 
white, as though they belonged to a corpse, or 
had been moulded out of transparent wax. When 
she smiled she showed pale gums as well as her 
.teeth, and he did not like that either. 
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Anaemic debility . . .** he thought; "she^s 
probably as nervous as a turkey/' 

" Here I aun ! Come along !" she said, going on 
rapidly ahead of him and pulling off the yellow 
leaves from the plants as she passed. 

“ rU give you the money directly, and if you 
like ril give you some lunch. Two thousand 
three hundred roubles ! After such a good stroke 
of business you’ll have iin appetite for your 
lunch. Do you like my rooms ? The ladies 
alxiut here declare that my rooms always smell of 
garlic. With tiiat culinary gibe their stock of 
wit is exhausted. 1 hasten to assure you that 
Tve no garlic, even in the cellar. And one day 
when a doctor came to see me who smelt of garlic, 
1 asked him .to take his hat and go and spread 
his fragrance elsewhere. There is no smell of 
garlic here, but the place does smell of drugs. My 
father lay paralyzed for a year and a half, and the 
whole house smdt of medicine. A yea.r and a half ! 
I was sorry to lose him, but I’m glad he’s dead: 
he suffered so !” 

' She led the officer through two rooms similar to 
the drawing-room, through a large reception hall, 
and came to a stop in her study, where there was 
a lady’s writing-table covered with little knick- 
knacks. On the carpet near it several books lay 
strewn about, opened and folded back. Through 
a small door lea^ng from the study he saw a table 
laid for lunch. 

Still chatting, Susanna took out of her pocket a 
bimch of little keys and unlocked an ingeniously 
made cupboard with a curved, sloping lid. When 
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the lid was raised the cupboard emitted a plaintive 
note which made the lieutenant think of an 
£olian harp. Susanna picked out another key 
and clicked another lock. 

I have underground passages here and secret 
doors,” she said, taking out a small morocco 
portfolio. ” It’s a funny cupboard, isn't it ? 
And in this portfolio 1 have a (juarter of my 
fortune. Look how potlgy it is ! You won't 
strangle me, will yon?” 

Susanna raised her eyes to the lieutenant and 
laughed good-naturedly. The lieutenant laughed 
too. 

" She’s rather jolly,” he thought, watching the 
keys flashing between her fingers. 

” Here it is,” she said, picking out the key of 
the portfolio. ” Now, Mr. Creditor, trot out the 
lOU. What a silly tiling money is really ! How 
paltry it is, and yet how women love it ! I am 
a Jewess, you know, to tlie marrow of my bones. 
I am passionately fond of Shmuls iind Yankees, 
but how 1 loathe that passion for g;iin in our 
Semitic blood. They hoard and they don't know 
^what they are hoarding for. One ought to live 
and enjoy oneself, but they’re afraid of spending 
an extra farthing. ^ In that way I am more like 
an hussar than a Shmul. I don't like money 
to be Sept long in one place. And altogether I 
fancy I’m not much like a Jewess. Does my 
accent give me away much, eh ?” 

” What shall I say ?” mumbled the lieutenant. 
" You speak good Russian, but you do roll your 
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Sosanna laughed and put the httle hey m the 
lock of the portfoho The lieutenant took out 
of his pocket a httle loll of lOUs and laid them 
with a notebook on the table 
“ Notlung bctiays a Jew as much a& his accent," 
Susanna went on, looking gaily at the heutenant 
" Howevir mucli he twists himself mto a Russian 

0 i I renefaman, ask him to say fcathei and he 
will say * feddu ’ . but 1 pionouiice it cot> 
mtly heather ' feathei ' feathei ' " 

Both laughed 

'* By jfove shes \eiy jolly ' thought Sokulsky 
Susanna put th' jioitfoho on a chur took a 
step towards the lieutenant and biuiging liei lace 
(lost to hi*> went on gaily 
* Next to the Jews I lost no people so muih as 
the Kussi m and the hiencli I did not do much 
at school and I know no lustoiy but it stems to 
me that the fate of the woild hes in the hands of 
those two nations I lived a long time abioad 

1 jpent SIX months m Madrid 1 \e ga/td 

my fill at tne pubhe and the eonrlusion I ve come 
to IS tliat thme an. no deeent ptojil's eveept the 
Kus>>iari and the French lake the languages, 
foi instance The Geiman language is hke 

the mighing of hoises, as foi the En^sh you 
cant imagme anything stupider Fight — ^feet- 
foot ' Itahan is only pleasant when they speak 
it slowly If you listen to Italians gabbling, 
y(m get the effect of the Jewish jaigon And the 
Poles ’ Merey on os ' There s no language so 
(hsgusting ' ‘ Nie piei >tz, Fietrze, piepizem wieprza, 
bo moiesz pizeptepiayd wieprza pieprzem ' That 
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. means; ' Don't pepper a sucking pig with pej^ier, - 
Pyotr, or perhaps you’ll over-pepper the sucldng 
pig with peppa.' Ha, ha, ha !" 

Susanna Moiseyevna roiled her eyes and broke 
into such a pleasant, infectious laugh that the 
lieutenant, looking at her, went o£E into a loud, 
and merry peal of laughter. She took the visitor . 
by the button, and went on: 

" You don't like Jews, of course . . . they’ve 
many faults, like all nations. 1 don't dispute 
that. But are the Jews to blame for it ? No, 
it’s not the Jews who are to blame, but the Jewish 
women ! They are narrow-minded, greedy; 
there’s no sort of poetry about them, they're 
dull. . . . You have never lived with a Jewess, 
so you don't know how charming it is !” Susanna 
Moiseyevna pronounced the last words with 
deliberate emphasis and with no eagerness or 
laughter. She paused as though frightened at 
her own openness, and her face was suddenly 
distorted in a strange, unaccountable way. Her 
eyes stared at the lieutenant without blinking, 
her lips parted and showed clcnclied teeth. Her 
f whole face, her throat, and even her bosom, 

. seemed quivering with a si»teful, catlike expres- 
sion. Still keeping her eyes fixed on her visitor', 
%he r:y;>idly bent to one side, and swiftly, like a 
cat, snatched something from the table. All this 
was the work of a few seconds. Watching her 
,, movements, the lieutenant saw five fingers crumple 
I up his lOUs and caught a glimpse of the white 
rustling paper as it ^appeared in her clenched 
,, fist. Su^ an extraordinary transition from good- , 
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natiired laughter to crime so appalled him that 
he turned pale and stepped back. ... 

And she, still keeping her frightened, searching 
eyes upon him, felt along her hip with her clenched 
fist for her pocket. Her fist struggled convulsively 
lor the pocket, like a fish in the net, and could not 
find the .opening. In another moment the lOUs 
would have vanished in the recesses of her feminine 
garments, but at that point the lieutenant uttered 
a faint cry, and, moved more by instinct than 
reflection, seized the Jewess by her arm above the 
clenched fist. Showing her teeth more than ever, 
she struggled with all her might and pulled her 
hand away. Then Sokolsky put his right arm 
firmly round her waist, and the other round her 
chest, and a struggle followed. Afraid of out- 
raging her sex or hurting her, he tried only to 
prevent her moving., and to get hold of the fist 
with the lOUs; but she wriggled like an eel in 
his arms with her supple, flexible body, struck 
liim in the chest with her elbows, and scratched 
him, so that he could not help touching her all 
over, and was forced to hurt lier and ^sregard 
her modesty. 

How unusual this is ! How strange !*’ he 
thought, utterly amazed, hardly able to believe 
his senses, and feeling rather sick from the scenf 
of jasmine. 

In silence, breathing heavily, stumbling against 
the furniture, they moved about the room. 
Susanna was carried away by the struggle. She 
flushed, closed her eyes, and forgetting herself, 
once even pressed her face against the face of. 
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the lieutenant, so that there was a sweetish taste 
left on his lips. At last he caught hold of her 
clenched hand. . . . Forcing it open, and not 
finding the papers in it, he let go the Jewess. With 
flushed faces and dishevelled hair, they looked at 
one another, breathing hard. The spiteful, cat- 
like expression on the Jewess’s face was gradually 
replaced by a good-natured smile. She burst 
out laughing, and turning on one foot, went towards 
the room where lunch was ready. The lieutenant 
moved slowly after her. She sat down to the table, 
and, still flushed and breathing hard, tossed oil 
half a glass of port. 

Listen " — the lieutenant broke the silence — 

I hope you are joking ?" 

" Not a bit of it," she answered, thrusting a 
piece of bread into her mouth. 

" U’m ! . . . How do you wish me to take all 
this ?" 

" As you choose. Sit down and have lunch !" 

" But . . . it’s dishonest !" 

" Perhaps. But don't trouble to give me a 
.sermon; I have my own way of looking at 
* things." 

" Won't you give them back ?" 

" Of course not ! If you were a poor un- 
fortunate man, with nothing to eat, then it would 
be a different matter. But — ^lie wants to get 
married 1” 

" It’s not my money, you know; it’s my 
cousin’s !" 

" And what does yoiir cousin want with money ? 
To get fashionable clothes for his wife? But I 
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■ really don’t care whether your hdte-saur has 
.dresses or not.” 

The lientenant had ceased to remember that he 
was in a strange house with an unknown lady, and 
did not trouble himself with decorum. He strode > 
up and down the room, scowled and nervously ' 

' fingered his waistcoat. The fact that the Jewess . 
had lowered herself in his eyes by her dishonest 
action made him feel bolder and more free-and- 


easy. ^ 

“ The devil knows what to make of it !" lie 
muttered. “ Listen. I shan’t go away from here ' 
until 1 get the lOUs !” 

" Ah, so much the better,” laughed Susanna. ' 
" If you stay here for good, it will make it livelier 
for me.” 

Excited by the struggle, the lieutenant looked 
at Susanna’s laughing, insolent face, at her munch- 
ing mouth, at her heaving bosom, and grew bolder 
' and more audacious. Instead of thinking about 
the lOUs he began for some reason recalling 
with a' sort of relish his cousin’s stories of the ’ 
Jewess’s romantic adventures, of her fret way of 
life, and these reminiscences only provoked him to- 
greater audacity. Impulsively he sat down besid^,^ 
the Jewess and thinking no more of the lOUs - 
began to rat. ... •. * 

" Will you have vodka or wine ?” Susanna asked 
with a laugh. " So you wiU stay till you get the 
lOUs ? Poor fellow ! How many days and., 
nights you will have to spend with me, waiting for.< 
those lOUs 1 Won’t your fiancee have sometliing 
to say about it ?” 
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Five hours had passed. The lieutenant's cousin, 

. Alexey Ivanovitch Kryukov, was walking about 
-the rooms of his country-house in his dressing- 
gown and slippers, and looking impatiently out of 
window. He was a tall, sturdy man, with a 
large black beard and a manly face; and as the 
. Jewess had truly said, he was handsome, though 
' he had reached the age when men are apt to grow 
too stout, puffy, and bald. By mind and tempera- 
ment he was one of those natures in which the 
Russian intellectual classes are so rich: warm- 
hearted, good-natured, well-bred, having some 
knowle^e of the arts and sciences, some faith, and 
the most chivalrous notions about honour, but 
indolent and lacking in depth. He was fond of 
good eating and drinking, was an ideal whist- 
' player, was a connoisseur in women and horses, 
but in other things he was apathetic and sluggish 
- as a seal, and to rouse him from his lethmgy 
something extraordinary and quite revolting was 
. needed, and then he would forget everything in 
^ the world and display intense. activity; he would 
. fun^e and talk of a dud, write a petition of seven 
>*pages«to a Minister, gallop at breakneck speed 
about the district, someone publicly '* a 
scoundrel,” would go to law, and so on. 

" How is it our Sasha's not back yet ?” he kept 
y asking his wife, glancing out of window. “ Why, 
;\ it'8 dinner-time I” 

-^;.-'.,.'After waiting for the lieutenant till six o'dodc. 
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they silt down to dinner. When supper-time 
came, however, Alexey Ivanovitcli was Us timing 
to ovcM'y footstep, to every sound of the door, and 
kirpt shrugging liis slioulders. 

“ Strange !” he said. ** Tlu* i:\srally dandy 
must have stayed on at tlie tenant’s.” 

‘\s he went to bed after snipper, Kryukov made 
11]) his mind that the lieiitenanl was being enter- 
tained at tlie tenant’s, when- afU r a festive evening 
lie was slaying the night. 

Alexaiidrlirigoiyeviteh only relumed next morn- 
ing. He looked extremely (Tiiinpli*d and coPiiused. 

” [ want to s])eak to you alone . . he said 
mysteriously to Iiis cousin. 

They went into the study. The lieutenant 
shut tile dooi , and he pared for a long time up 
and down beloro he began t*) s]>eak. 

‘‘Something’s happen'd, my dear fellow,” he 
began. ” that I don’t know how to tell you about. 
You wouldn’t believe it . . .” 

And blusliing, faltering, not looking at his 
coiLsin, he told wliat liad happened with tlie 
lOUs. Kryukov, standing with his feet wide 
apart and his head bent, listened and frowned. 

” Are you joking ?” he asked. 

” How the devil could I be joking ? It's no 
joking matter !” • 

" I don’t uiiderslaiul !” muttered Kryukov, 
turning crimson and Hinging up his hands. ” It’s 
positively . . . immoral on your part. Before 
your very eyes a hussy is u]) to the devil knows 
what, a serious crime, plays a nasty trick, and you 
go and kiss her !’' 
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" But I can't understand myself how it 
happened !" whispered the lii*ulenant, blinking 
guiltily. " Upon my honour, I don't understand 
it ! It's the first time in my life I've come across 
such a monster ! It’s not her beauty that docs 
for you, not her mind, hut that . . . you under- 
stand . . . insolence, cynicism. . . /' 

" Ins4dence, cynicism . . . it's uin iean ! If 
you’ve such a longing for insolence and cynicism, 
you might have pic ked a- sow out of the mire 
and have devound her alive. It would have been 
cheaper, anyway ! InsU^ad of two tliousand three 

hundred I” 

" You dti exjiress yourself elegantly !" said the 
lieutenant, frowning. " I'll pay you i)ark the two 
thousand three hundred !" 

" I know you'll pay it back, but it’s not a ques- 
tion of money ! 1 )anin the money ! What re- 

volts me is your being such a limp rag . . . such 
filtliv fceblcne.ss ! And engaged ! With a 
fiancee !" 

" Don't speak of it . . said the lieutenant, 
blushing. " 1 loathe myself as it is. I should 
like to sink into the earth. It's sickening and 
vexatious that 1 shall have to bother my aunt 
for that five thousand. . . 

Kryukov continued for some time longer 
expressing his indignation and grumbling, then, 
as he grew calmer, he sat down on the sofa and 
began to jeer at his cousin. 

“ You young officers !" he said with contemptu- 
ous irony. " Nice bridegrooms." 

Suddenly he leapt up as though he had been 
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stungi stamped his foot, and ran about the 
study. 

" No, I’m not going to leave it like that !” he 
said, shaking his fist. " I will have those lOUs, 

I will ! ril give ii her ! One doesn't beat women, 
but I'll break every bone in her body. ... I’ll 
pound her to a jelly! I’m not a lieutenant! 
You v/on’t touch me with insolence or cynicism ! 
No-o-o, damn her ! Mishka !" he shouteil, " run 
and tell them to get the racing droshky out for 
me !" 

Kryukov dressed rapidly, and, without heeding 
the agitated lieutenant, got into the droshky, and 
with a wave, of his hand resolutely raced off to 
Susanna Moise\'evna. For a long time the lieu- 
tenant gazed out of window at the clouds of dust 
that rolled after his cemsin's droshky, stretclied, 
yawned, and went to Ins own room. iV quarter 
of an hour later he was sound asleep. 

At six o’clock he was waked up and .summoned 
to dinner. 

“ How nice this is of Alexey !” his cousin's 
wife greeted him in the dining-room. “ He keeps 
us waiting for dinner." 

" Po you mean to say he's not come back \ et ?” 
yawned the lieutenant. *' H’m ! . . . he's prob- 
ably gone round to see the tenant." . * 

.But Alexey lvano\itch was not back by supper 
either. His wife and Sokolsky decided that he 
was playing cards at the tenant's and would most 
likely stay the night there. What had happened 
was not what they had supposed, however. 

Kryukov returned next morning, and without 
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greeting anyone, without a word, dashed into his 
study. 

*' Well ?'* whispered the lieutenant, gazing at 
him round-eyed. 

Kryukov waved his hand and gave a snort. 

" Why, what’s the matter ? What are you 
laughing at ?” 

Kryukov Hopped on the sofa, thritil lii.> head in 
the pillow, and sliook with suppressed laughter. 

A minute later he got up, and looking at the 
surprised lieutenant, with his eyes lull of tears 
from laughing, said : 

“ Close tlie door. Well . . . she is a fc-c-malc^ 

I beg to inform you !” 

“ Did you get the lOUs ?” 

Kryukov waved his hand and went off into a 
peal of laughter again. 

" Well ! she is a leinalo !” he went on. “ Mcrci 
for the aeciuainianec, my boy ! She's a devil 
ill jietlicoats. 1 arriveil; I walked in like sueh 
an avenging Jove, you know, that 1 felt almost 
afraid of myself. ... I frow’iicd, I sco\vl(‘(U 
even clenched my lists to be more awe-inspiring. . . . 

‘ Jokes don’t pay with me, madam !’ said I, and 
more in that style. And 1 threatened her with 
the Lw and with the Governor. To begin with 
• she bjirst into tears, said she'd been joking with 
you, and even took me to the cupboard to give 
me the money. Then she began arguing that the 
future of Europe lies in the hands of tlie French 
and the Russians, swoie at women. . . . Like 
you, I listened, fascinated, ass that 1 was. . . . She 
kept singing the praises of my beauty, patted me 
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on the arm near the shoulder, to see how strong 
I was, and . . . and as you see, Tve only just got 
away from her ! Ha. ha ! She’s enthusiastic 
about y(Jii !” 

“ You’re a nirc fellow !" laughed the lieutenant. 
" A married man ! highly respeeted. . . . Well, 
aren’t you ashamed ? Disgusted ? Joking apart, 
though, old man. you’ve got your Oueen Tamara 
ill your own neigh hoiirlio* id. ...” 

" In my own neighbourlioojl ! Why, you 
wouldn't find another sueh ehanieleon in the wiiole 
of Knssia ! Tve nev(T seen anything like it in 
my life, though I kiunv a good bit about women, 
too. I ha\'e known regular devils in my time, 
but I never met anything like this. It is, as you 
say, by iiisolein'e and eynieisin slu- gets over you. 
What is so altraetive in lu*r is the diaboliral 
siuKlennoss, the quick tran.-^itions, the swift shifting 
hues. . . . Drrr ! And the lOl' — ])hew ! Write 
it off for lost. We are i)otIi gri'at sinners, we’ll 
gf) halves in oiir sin. I shall ))ut down to voii 
not two thousand tlnve hundred, but half of it. 
Mind, tell my wife I was at the tenant’s.” 

Kryukov and the lieutenant buried their hi^ads 
in the pilknvs, and broke into laughter; they raised 
tlu'ir heads, glanced at one another, and again 
subsided into their pillows. 

** Engaged ! A lieutenant !” Kryukov jeered. 

Married !” retorted Sokolsky. " Highly re- 
spected ! Father of a family !” 

At dinner they talked in veiled allusions, 
winked at one another, and. to the surprise of 
the others, were continually gushing with laughter 
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into their dinner-napkins. After dinner, still in 
the best of spirits, they dressed up as Turks, and, 
ninning after one another with guns, played at 
soldiers with the children. In the evening they 
had a long argument. The lieutenant maintained 
that it was mean and eonti-mptible to accept a 
dowiy with your wife, even when then* was 
])assionate love on both sides. Kryukov thumped 
the table with his lists and declared that this was 
absurd, and that a husband who did not like his 
wife to have i)ro]Hrty of her own was an egoist 
and a despot. Roth shouted, boiled over, did not 
understand (*a<‘li otlur, drank a good deal, and 
in the end, iiicUing ui> the skirts of their dressing- 
gowns, went to their bedrooms. Tlu*y soon fell 
asleep and sh'pt soundly. 

Life went on as before, even, sluggish and free 
from sorrow. The sIkuIows lay on the earth, 
thunder i^ealed fnim the clouds, from time to 
time the wind moaned plaintively, as though to 
prove that nature, too, could lament, but ncjthing 
troubled the liabitual tranquillity of these people. 
Of Susanna Moiseyt-vna and the lOUs tliey said 
nothing. Both of them felt, somehow, a,shanied to 
speak of the incident aloud. Yet they remembered 
it and thought of it with pleasure, as of a curious 
•farce,, which life had unexpectedly and casually 
played upon them, and which it would be pleasant 
to recall in old age. 

On the sixth or seventh day after his visit to 
the Jewess, Kryukov was sitting in his study 
in the morning writing a congratulatory letter 
to his aunt. Alexandi' Grigoryevitch was walking 



2o6 the tales of tchehov . 

to and fro near the table in silence. The lieutenant 
had slept badly that night; he woke up depressed, 
and now he felt bored. He paced up and down, 
thinking uf the end of his furlough, oi In's hanc6e, 
wdio was expecting him, of how people could live 
all their lives in the country without feeling bored. 
Standing at the window, fur a long time he stared 
at the trees, smoked three cigarettes one after 
another, and suddenly turned to his cousin. 

1 have a favour to ask you, Alyt>sha.’' he 
said. " Let me have a saddle-horse for the 
day. ...” 

Kryukov looked scarcliingly at him and con- 
tinued his writing with a frown. 

“You will, then ?“ asked the lieutenant. 

Kryukov looked at him again, tlien deliberately 
drew out a drawer in the table, and taking out 
a thick roll of notes, gave it to his cousin. 

“ Here's live lhou.sa.nd . . .“he said. “ Though 
it’s not my money, yet, God bless you, it’s all the 
same. I advise you to send for post-horses at 
once and go away. Yes, really !“ 

The lieutenant in his turn looked searchingly 
at Kryukov and laughed. 

“ You've guessed right, Alyosha," he said, 
reddening. " It was to her I meant to ride. 
Yesterday evening when the washerwoman gave* 
me that damned tunic, the one 1 was wearing 
then, and it smelt of jasmine, why ... I felt I 
jnust go !" 

“ You must go away.'-' 

“ Yes, certainly. And my furlough’s just over. 
I really will go to-day ! Yes, by Jove ! However 
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long one stays, one has to go in the end. . . . 
Tin going !" 

Tlie post-horses were brought after dinner tlie 
same day; the lieutenant said good-bye to the 
Kryukovs and set off, followed by their good wishes. 

Another week passed. It was a dull but hot 
and lieavy day. From early morning Kr>'ukov 
walked aimlessly ab<jut the house, luoking out 
of window, or turning over the leaves of albums, 
though he was sick of the sight of them already. 
When he rame across his wife or children, he began 
grumbling crossly. It seemed to him, for some 
reason that day, that his children's manners were 
revolting, that his wife diil not know how to look 
after the servants, that their expenditure was ciuite 
disproportionate to their income. All this meant 
that '* the master " was out of humour. 

After dinner, Kryukov, feeling dissatisfied with 
tlie soup and the roast meat he had eaten, ordered 
out his racing droshky. He drove slowly out of 
the courtyard, drove at a walking pace for a 
quarter of a mile, and stopped. 

"Shall I . . . drive to her . . . that devil?" 
he thought, looking at the leaden sky. 

And Kryukov positively laughed, as though it 
were the first time that day he had asked himself 
•that cmestion. At once the load of boredom was 
lifted uom his heart, and there rose a gleam of 
pleLisure in his lazy eyes. He lashed the horse. . . . 

All the way his imagination was picturing how 
surprised the Jewess would be to see him, how he 
would laugh and chat, and come home feeling 
refreshed. . . . 
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“ Once a month one needs something to brighten 
oncui> . . . s(»mclhing out of tile common round/' 
he thought, something that would give' the 
stagnant organism a good shaking up, a reaction 
. . . whether it's a drinking bout, or . , .Susanna. 
One can't get on without it." 

It was getting dark when he drove into the yard 
of tile vodka distillery. From the open windows 
of the owner's house ( iime sounds of laughter 
and singing: 

“ ‘ r.riuhti-r tir.m li^hinin^, more Inirninj^' lli.'in tlamu. . . ' 

sang a ])oweiful, mellow bass voice. 

" Aha ! .she has visitors/’ thought Kryukov. 

And he was annoyed that slu* liad visilois. 

" Shall I go back ?” he thought with his hand 
on the bell, but he rang all the same, and went up 
the familiar stairrase. From the entry he glanced 
into the reception ball. There were about live 
men there- - all lamlowiiers and i>ni('ials of his 
acquaintance; one, a tall, thin gentleman, was 
sitting at the pianc;, .singing, and .striking the keys 
with his long, thin fingers. The otJiers were 
listening and grinning with enjoyment. Kryukov 
looked himself up and down in the looking-glass, 
and was alxnit to go into the hall, when Susanna 
Moiseye\na herself darted into the entry, in high. 
Spiril.s and wearing the same black dress. . . . 
Seeing Kryukov, she was petrified for an instant, 
then she uttered a little scream and beamed with 
delight. 

"Is it you?” she said, clutching his hand. 
" What a surprise !” 
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“ Here she is !” smiled Kryukov, putting his 
arm round her waist. *' Well ! Does the destiny 
of Europe still lie in the hands of the French and 
the Russians 

" I’m so glad,” lauglu'd the Jewess, cautiously 
removing his iiim. “Come, go into the h.all; 
they're all friends iheie. ... I'll go and tell 
them to bring ynu some li'a. Your name's 
Alexey, isn't it Well, go in. I'll come 
directly. ...” 

She blew him a kiss and ran out of the entry, 
leaving bidiind her the same sickly smell of jasmine. 
Kryukov raised his head and walked into the hall. 
He was on terms of friendly intimacy with all 
the men in the room, but scarcely nodded to them; 
they, too. scarci'ly responded, as though the ])lace 
in whicli they met were not (|nite decent, and as 
though they were in tacit agreement with one 
another tliat it was more- suitable for tlumi not 
to recogniz*' one another. 

From the liall Kryukov walked into tlu* drawing- 
room, and from it into a second drawing-room. 
On the way he met three or four other guests, 
also men whom he knew, though they barely 
recognized him. 'I'lieir faces were lluslicd with 
drink and merriment. Alexey Ivanovitch glanced 
Jurtively at them and marvelled that these men, 
respecfablc heads of families, who had known 
sorrow and privation, could demeau themselves 
to such pitiful, cheap gaiety ! He shrugged his 
shoulders, smiled, and walked on. 

” There arc places,” he reflected, '' where a 
sober man feels sick, and a drunken man rejoices. 

II 14 
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I remember I never could go to the operetta or 
the gipsies when I was sober: wine makes a man 
more good-natured and reconciles him with 
vice. ...” 

Suddenly he stood still, petrified, and caught 
hold of the door-post with both hands. At the 
writing-table in Susanna's study was sitting 
Lieutenant Alexandr Grigoryevitch. He was dis- 
cussing something in an undertone with a fat, 
flabby-looking Jew. and seeing his cousin, flushed 
crimson and looked down at an album. 

The sense of decency was stirred in Kiyukov 
and the blood rushed to his head. Overwhelmed 
with amazement, shame, and anger, lui walked 
up to the table without a word. Sokolsky’s 
head sank lower than ever. His face worked with 
an expression of agonizing shame. 

“Ah, it's you, Alyosha I" he articulated, 
making a desperate erfort to raise his eyes and to 
smile. “ I called here to say good-bye, and, as 
you see. . . . Bui to -morrow' I am certainly 
going.” 

” Whjit can I say to him? What thought 
Alexey Ivaiioviteh. ” How can 1 judge him since 
I'm here myself ?” 

And clearing his throat without uttering a word, 
he went out slowly. ^ 

*''Call her not heavenly, and leave her on earth. . . ' 

The bass was singing in the hall. A little 
while -after, Kryukov's racing droshky w'as bump- 
ing along the dusty road. 
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NEIGIIIJOL-US 


l^OTR Mihalitch Ivashin was ^'jry much out 
of humour: his sisti-r, a young girl, hail gone away 
to live with Vlassitch, a married man. To shake 
off tlu- ilospondencv and depression which ])ursucd 
him at home and in tlio fiolds, he called to his aid 
liis sense of justiie, his genuine and noble ideas — 
he had always defended free-lovc '.-‘-but this was 
of no avail, and lie always came back to the same 
coni'lusion as their foolisliold nurse, that his sister 
had acted wrongly and that Vlassitch had ab- 
ducted his sister. And that was distressing. 

His mother ilid not leave her room all day long; 
the old nui’se kejjt sighing and speaking in whispers ; 
his aunt had been on the point of taking her 
dejiarture every day, and her trunks wore continu- 
ally being brought down to the hall and carried up 
again to her room. In the house, in the yard, and 
in the garden it was as still as tliough there were 
someone dead in the house. His aunt, the servants, 
andyjven the peasants, so it seemed to Pyotr 
Mihalitch, looked at him enigmatically and with 
perplexity, as tliough they wanted to say, " Your 
sister has been seduced ; why are you doing 
nothing ?” And he reproached himself for in- 
activity, though he did not know precisely what 
action he ought to have taken. 

213 
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So passed six clays. On the seventh — it was 
Sunday afternoon — a messenger on horseback 
brought a letter. The address was in a familiar 
feminine handwriting: "Her Exey. Anna Niko- 
laevna Ivashin.” Pyotr Mihalitch fancied that 
there was something defiant, provocative, in the 
handwriting and in the abbreviation " Exry.” 
And advanced ideas in women are (jbslinate, 
ruthless, cruel. 

" She’d rather die than make any concession to 
her unhaY)py mother, or beg lier forgivenr .ss," 
thought J\otr Mihalitc'h, as he went to his mother 
with the letter. 

His mother was lying on her bed, dressed. See- 
ing her son. sh.e rose impulsively, and straightening 
her grey hair, whicli had fallen from under her 
cap, asked o,uickly: 

What is it ? What is it ?” 

" This has come . . said her son, giving her 
the letter. 

Zina’s name, and even the pronoun " she,” 
was not uttered in the house. Zina was spoken 
of impersonally: " this has come,” ” Gone away,” 
and so on. . . . The mother recognized her 
daughter’s handwriting, and her face grew ugly 
and unpleasant, and her grey hair escaped again 
from her cap. 

” No !” she said, with a motion of her liands, 
as though the letter scorched her fingers. ” No, 
no, never ! Nothing would induce me !” 

The^ mother broke into hysterical sobs of grief 
and shame; she evidently longed to read the 
letter, but her pride prevented her. Pyotr 
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Mihalitch realized that he ought to open the 
letter himself and read it aloud, but he was over- 
come by angur surli as lie had never felt before; 
he ran out into tlie yard and shouted to the 
messenger: 

Say there will hi* no answer ! There will 
be no answer ! Tell them that, you beast !" 

And ho t<M'e up the h‘iler; tlien tears eanie into 
his eyes, and feeling that he was cruel, miserable, 
and to blame, hi* went out into the fields. 

He was only twenty-seven, but he was already 
stout. He dressefl like an old man in loose, 
roomv rlothcs. and suffered from asthma. He 
already seemc'd to be devilojring the eharactcr- 
i.sties of an elderly country bachelor. He never 
fell in love, nc*ver thought of marriage, and loved 
no one but his mother, hi.s sister, his old nurse, 
and the gardener, Vassilitch. lie was fond of 
good fare, of his nap after dinner, and of talking 
about politics and exalted subjects. He had in 
his day taken his degree at the university, but he 
now looked upon his studies as though in them he 
had discharged a duty incumbent upon young men 
between the ages of eighteen and twenty-five; 
at any rate, the ideas which now strayed every 
day through his mind had nothing in common with 
the university or the subjects he had studied 
there. 

In the fields it was hot and still, as though rain 
were coming. It was steaming in the wood, and 
there was a heavy fragrant scent from the pines 
and rotting leaves. I'yotr Mihalitch stopped 
several times and wiped his wet brow. He looked 
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at his wintc-r com and his spring <)ats. walked 
ronnd the clovir-fidd. and twice drove away a 
partridge with its chicks which had strayed in 
from the wood. And all the while he was thinking 
that this insufferable state of tilings could not go 
on for ever, and that lie must end it one way or 
another. Ii!nd it stupidly, madly, but lie niiLst 
end if. 

“ Ihit how? What ran I do?" he asked him- 
self, and looked imploringly at the'sky and at the 
trees, as though begging lor ihi^ir hel]). 

Hut the sky aiul the tn-es were mute. His 
nobli- ideas were no help, and his common sense 
whispered that the agonizing ((mstion eoiild luive 
no solution Imt a stupid one, and that to-day's 
scene with the messenger was not the last one of 
its kind. 1 1 was terrible to think what was in 
store for him ! 

As he returned home I he sun was setting. Hy 
now it seemed to him that the probli*m was in- 
capable of solution. He eould not aceept the 
accomplished fact, and he eould not nd'use to 
aceept it. and then w'as no intermediate eourse. 
When, taking off liis hat and ianning himself 
with his handkerchief, he was walking along the 
road, niid liad only another mile and a half to 
go before he would reach home, he heard^ bolls 
behind him. ft was a very idioice and successful 
combination of bells, which gave a clear crystal 
note. No one had such bells on his horses but 
the police captain, Medovsky, formerly an officer 
in the hussars, a man in broken-down health, 
who had been a great rake and spendthrift, and 
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was a distant relation of Pyotr Milialitcli. He 
w'as like one of the family at the hashins' and 
had a tender, fatherly affection for Zina, as well 
as a ^reaL admiration for her. 

“ I was coming to see you,” he said, overtaking 
Pjotr Mihalitch. ” (iet in; I’ll give you a lift.” 

lie was smiling and looked cheerful. Evidently 
he did not yet knejw that Zina ha«i gune lo live 
with Vlassitch; perhaps he liad been told of it 
aln-ady, but did not believe^ it. l*yotr Miluilitch 
felt in a dillieult ])o^ition. 

“ You an' very welc ome.” he muttered, blushing 
till the tears canie int<» his eyes, and not knowing 
how to lie or what to say. ” I am dc'lighted,” he 
went on, trying to smile, ” but . . . Zina is away 
ami mother is ill.” 

” How annoN’ing !” said the ]>oliee captain, 
looking pensively at Pyotr Mihalitch. ” .And 
I was meaning to speml the evening with you. 
Where has Zinaida Mihalovna gone? ” 

” To the Sinitskys’, and 1 l)elieve slai meant to 
g<» from there to the monastery. 1 don't (luite 
know.” 

The police caj)tain talked a little longer and then 
turned back. Pyotr Mihalitch walked Iiome, 
and thought with horror what the ])olice captain's 
<eelingf would be when he learned the Iriitli. 
And Pyotr Mihalitch imagined his feelings, and 
actually experiencing them himself, went into the 
house. 

” Lord help us,” he thought, ” Lord help us !” 

At evening tea the only one at the table was 
his aunt. As usual, her face wore the expression 
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that seemed to say that tliough she was a weak, 
defenceless woman, she would allow no one to 
insult her. Pyotr Mihalitch sat down at the other 
end of the table (he did not like his aunt) and 
began drinking tea in silence. 

“ Your mother has had no dinner again to-day, “ 
said his aunt. “You ought to do something 
aliout it, Petrusha. Starving oneself is no help 
in sorrow.*' 

It stniek l\volr Mihalitch as absurd that his 
aunt should meddle in other jKople's business 
and should make her departun' depend on Zina's 
having gone away. He. was tempted to sav some- 
thing I'udc to her, but restrained himself. And 
as he. restrained himself he felt the time hail come 
for action, an'd that he could not bear it any 
longi-r. Ivither he must act at once or tall on 
the ground, an<l scream and bang his head upon 
the lloor. He picturi'd Vlnssitch and Zina, both 
of them progressive and self-satisfied, kissing 
each other somewhere under a maple-tree, and all 
tile anger and bitt(Tncss that had been accumulat- 
ing in him for the last seven days fastened upon 
Vlassitch. 

“ One has seduced and abducted my sister," 
he thought, “ another will come, and murder 
mv mother, a third will set fire to the house ani 
sac'k the pLice. . . . And all this under the mask 
of friendship, lofty ideas, unhappiness !” 

“ No, it shall not be !" Pyotr Mihalitch cried 
suddenly, and he brought his fist down on the table. 

He jumped up and ran out of the dining-room. 
In the stable the steward's horse was standing 
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ready saddled. He got on it and galloped off 
to VJassitch. 

There was a piTfect tempest within him. He 
felt a longing to do something extreordinary, 
startling, even if he had torei)onl of it all his life 
afterwards. Should he rail Vlassitch a black- 
guard, slap him in the face, and then challenge 
him to a diul ? But Vlassitch wi^. nui *)ik’. of 
those men who do fight duels; being railed a 
blackguard and slapped iji tin? face would only 
make him jiiort' unha])py, and would make him 
shrink into himself more than ever. I'hese un- 
happy, defenceless people arc the most insufferable, 
the most tiresome creatures in the world. They 
can do anything with impunity. When the luck- 
less man resi^onds to well-deserved reproach by 
looking at y<iu with eyes full of deep and guilty 
feeling, and with a sickly smile bends his head 
.submissi\'ely, even justice itself could not lift its 
hand against him. 

“ No matter. I'll horsewhip him before her 
eyes and tell him what I think of him," Pyotr 
Mihalitcli decided. 

He was riding through his wood and waste 
and, and he imagined Zina would try to justify her 
conduct by talking about th(‘ rights of women and 
individual freedom, and about there being no 
difference betwee-n legal marriage and free union. 
Like a woman, she would argue about what she 
did not understand. And very likely at the end 
she would ask, " How do you come in ? What 
right have you to interfere ?” 

No, I have no right,” muttered Pyotr Mihal- 
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itch. " But so much the betti^r. . . . The 
hiirshrr i am, the less right 1 luive to interfere, 
the better/’ 

It was sultry. Clouds *)f gnals hung over the 
ground, and in tlie waste places the pi-ewits calleil 
plaintively. JCveiylhing bet<»kened rain, but he 
could not see a ( loud in the sky. IVotr Mihalilch 
ciosised the boundary of his esiate and galloped 
over a smiujth. h'vel held, lie often went ahuig 
this road and kiu'w every bush. eviM V holhnv in 
it. What now in the far distance looked in the 
dusk like a dark cliff was a red church- lie could 
])icture it all down l(» the smallest d< t.iil, even the 
plaster on the gate and the calves that were always 
glazing ill the ehurch eiiclosuro. Three-iiiiarters 
of a mile lo the right of tlie ehurch there was a 
c<»pse lik<’ a dark blur it was ('oiint Koltonov- 
iti‘h s. And beyond tlie church \'lassitch ’s estate 
began. 

From behind the ehurch and the count's ('opse 
a huge black storm-cloud was rising, and there 
were llaslies of while lightning. 

Here it is !" thought Pyotr Mihalitch. " Lord 
help us, Lord help us !’' 

The horse was soon tired after its quick gallop, 
and l^yotr Mihalitch was tired t<K). The storm- 
cloud looked at him angrily and seemed tq advisi 
him to go home. He felt a little scared. 

" I will prove to them they are wrong," he tried 
to reassure himself. " They will say that it is 
freerlove, individual freedom; but freedom means 
self-control and not subjection to passion. It'.5 
not liberty but licence !" 
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He reached the cmiiit s big pond; it looked dark 
blue and frowning under the cloud, and a smell of 
damp and slime rose funn it. Niar the dam, two 
willows. i)ne ol*l and one ytmng, drooped tenderly 
towards one another. Pv 4 jlr Milialiteli and 
Vlassiteh hatl been walking near Ihi.s very sj^ot 
only a forinighl before, humming a slndeiits’ 
song: 

' Voiilh is wasted, life is noii«lil, when the heart is cold 
and loveless." ' 

.\ u retched song ! 

It WHS thundiTing as Pytdr ^lihidilch n)de 
througli the co]>se, niul the trees were bending 
and nulling in the wind. He had to make haste. 
It was only lhree-(juarters of a mih* tlirough a 
mead(»w fiom the c<ipse to Vlassileh’s house. 
Here there were oM hiivh-lrees on each side of 
the mad. They had tile same melancholy and 
unhappy air as tlieir owm r Massitch, and hulked 
as tall and lank>' as he. Big droi)s of rain pattered 
on the birclu.*^ and on the grass; the wind had 
suddenly dnjpped, and there was a smell of wet 
earth and of i)0]'lars. Before him he saw Vlassitch’s 
fence with a vow of yellow acacias, which were tall 
aiul lanky too; where tiie fence was broken he 
fould S4*e the neglected orchard. 

Pyotr Mihalilch was not thinking now of the 
horsewhip or of a slap in tlic face, and did not 
know what he would do at Vlassitch's. He felt 
nervous. He felt frightened on his own account 
and on his sister's, and was terrified at the thought 
of seeing her. How would she behave with her 
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brother ? What would they both talk about ? 
And had he not better go back before it was too 
late ? As he made these reflections, he galloped up 
the avenue of lime-trees to the hoase, rode round 
thi; big clumps of lilacs, and suddenly saw Vlassitch. 

Vlassitch. wearing a cotton shirt and top-boots, 
bending forward, with no hat on in the rain, was 
■c(-'ming from tlie corner of the. Jiouse to the front 
door. He was followed by a workman with a 
hammer and a b<jx of nails. They must have been 
mending a shut ter which had been banging in the 
wind. Seeing Pyotr Mihalitcli, Vlassitch. stopped. 

“ It’s you !” he said, smiling. “ That's nice.” 

“Yes, I've come, as you see,” said Pyotr 
Mihalitcli. brushing the rain off himself with 
both hands. 

“ Well, that's capittil ! I am very glad,” said 
Vlassit<'li. but he did not hold out his hand: 
evidi'iitly he did not venture, l)ut waiti‘d for Pyotr 
Mihalitcli to hold out his. “ It will do the oats 
.good,” he s.'ud. looking at the sky. 

They went into the house in silence. To the 
right of the hall was a door leading to another 
hall and then to the drawing-room, and on the 
left was a little room which in winter was used 
by tlie steward. Pyotr Mihalitcli and Vlassitch 
went into this little room. 

“ Where were you caught in the rain ?” 

“ Not far oft, quite close lo’the house.” 

Pyotr Milialitch sat down on the bed. He was 
glad of the noise of the rain and the darkness of 
the room. Tt was better: it made it less dreadful, 
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and there was no need to see his companion's 
face. There was no anger in his heart now', 
nothing but fear and vexation with himself. 
He felt he had made a bad beginning, and that 
nothing would come of this visit. 

Bi»th were silent for some time and affected to 
be listening to the rain. 

“Thank you, Petnisha," Via oit< li began, 
clearing his throat. “ I am very grateful to you 
for Cuming. It’s geiii‘n)iis and noble of you. 
I unrlorstaiid it, and. bi-licve me, 1 appreciate 
it. Believe me.” 

He looked out of the window' and wini on, 
standing in the middle of the room: 

“ JCverything happened so secretly, as though 
we were conc(‘aling it all from you. The feeling 
that yt)u might be wounded and angry has been 
a blot on our happiness all these days. But let 
me jiLstily myself. We ki*pt it seeri't not because 
we (lid not trust you. To begin with, it all 
happened suddenly, by a kind of inspiration; 
there w'as no time to discuss it. Besides, it’s such 
a private, delicate matter, and it was awkward 
to bring a third i)ersoii in, even someone as intimate 
as you. Above all. in all this we reckoned on 
your generosity. You an* a very noble and gener- 
ous person. I am infinitely grateful to you. If 
you ever need my life, come and take it." 

Vlassitch talked in a quiet, hollow bass, always 
on the same droning note; he was evidently 
agitated. Pyotr Mihalitch felt it was his turn to 
speak, and that to listen and keep silent would 
really mean playing the part of a generous and 
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noble simpleton, and that had not been his idea 
in roming. He got iij) quickly and said breath- 
lossiy, in an undertone: 

Listen, (jiigory. You know 1 liked you and 
could liave desired no better husband for niy sister; 
but what has happened is awful ! It's terrible 
to think of it !” 

Why is it terrible?" asked Vlassitrh, willi a 
quiver in his voice. " It would be- terrible if 
we had done wnmg. but that isn't so." 

" l.isten, riiigory. Y«)ii know J have no preju- 
dices; but, excuse my frankness, to my mind you 
have both aeU‘il sellisiily. Of course, I shfin 't say so 
to my sister- -it will distress lu‘r: but you ought to 
know: mother is miserable beyriud all descri])ti()n.’* 
" Yes, That’s sad," sighed Vlassitrh. " Wc 
foresaw that, IVtruslia. but what could we have 
done ? Hecauso one’s actions hurt other people, 
it doesn't prove tliat they are wn»ng. What’s to 
be done! ICvery im|X)rtant stej) one takes is 
bound to distress somebody. If ytm went to 
fight for fiecdom, that would distress your mother, 
too. What's to be done ! Anyone -vlio puts the 
pcac.e of his family before* everything has to 
renounce the life of ideas completely." 

There was a vivid flash of lightning at the 
window, and the lightning seemed to change thos 
course of Vhissitch's thoughts. He sat down 
beside Pyotr Mihalitch and began saying what was 
utterly beside the point. 

" I have such a ■ reverence for your sister, 
Petrusha," he said. “ Wlicn 1 used to come and 
sec you, I felt as thougli I were going to a holy 
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shrine, and 1 really did worship Zina. Now my 
reverence f(»r lier ^rows every day. For me slic 
is somelliing liigher tliiin a wife -yes, higher!” 
Vlas.'jitch waved his hands. ” She is my ]i«)ly of 
liolies. Since she is living witli me. I enter my 
liuuse as though it were a temple. She is an 
exlra«)rdinary, rare, most noble woman !” 

” Well, he’s off now !’’ thought Miiialitch; 

h(' disliked the woni “ woman.” 

” Wily shouldn't you .be married ])roperly ?” 
he asked. " How iniit'h d<KS your wife want for 
a divorce ?” 

” Seventy-live ihousand.'' 

" It's rather a lot. But if we were to neg«)tiate 
with her ? ’ 

” She won't take a farthing liss. She is an 
awful woman, brother,” sigherl Vlassitch. ” I'vo 
never talked to you about her before -it was 
unpleasant to think of her ; but now that the subject 
has come up, I'll tell you about her. 1 married 
her on the imjuilse of tlio moment — a tine, honour- 
able impulse. .An officer in command of a battalion 
of our regiment- if you care to hear the details- - 
had an affair with a girl of eighteen; that is, to 
put it plainly, he seduced her. lived with her fnr 
two months, and abandoned her. She was in an 
•awful ^ position, brother. She was ashamed to 
go home to her parents; besides, they wouldn’t 
have received her. Her lover had abandoned 
her; there was nothing left for her but to go to 
the barracks and sell herself. The other officeis 
in the regiment were indignant. They were by no 
means saints themselves, but the baseness of it 

11 15 
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was so striking. Besides, no one in the regiment 
could endure the man. And to spite him, you 
understand, the indignant lieutenants and ensigns 
began getting up a subscription for the unfortunate 
girl. And when we subalterns met together and 
began to subscribe five or ten roubles each, I had 
a sudden inspiration. I felt it was an opportunity 
to do something hne. 1 hastened to the girl and 
warmly expressed my sympathy. And while I 
was on my way to her, am I while I w.is talking 
to her, 1 loved her fervently as a woman insulted 
and injured. Y(‘s. . . . Well, a week later 
I made her an oiler. The colonel and my com- 
rades thought my mariiage out of keeping with 
the dignity of an officer. That roUvSed me more 
than ever. I wrote a long letter, do you know, 
in which I pr*jved that my action ought to be 
inscribed in the annals of the n*giment in letters 
of gold, and so on. I sent the li*tter tn my colonel 
and copies to inj comrades. Well, I was excited, 
and. of course, 1 could not avoid being rude. 

I was asked to leave the regiment. I have a rough 
copy of it put away somewhere; I’ll give it to you 
to read sometime. It was written with great 
feeling. You will see what lofty and noble senti- 
ments 1 wiis experiencing. I resigned my com- 
mission and came here with my wife. My father* 
had left a few debts, I had no money, and from the 
first day my wife began making acquaintances, 
dressing herself smartly, and playing cards, and 
I was obliged to mortgage the estate. She led a 
bad life, you understand, and you arc the only 
one of the neighbours who hasn't been her lover. 
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After two years I gave her all I had to set me free, 
and she went off to the town. Yes. . . . And 
now I pay her twelve hundred roubles a year. 
She is an awful woman ! Tlierc is a fly, brotlier, 
which lays an egg in the back of a spider so that 
the spider can't shake it oK: the grub fastens 
upon the spider and drinks it.s heart's blood. 
That was how this woman fastened upon me and 
sucks the blood of my heart. She hates and de- 
spises me for being so stupid; that is, for marrying 
a woman like her. My chivalry seems to her 
despicable. ' A wise man cast me oil,' she says. 
' and n fool picked mo up.' To her thinking no 
one but a pitiful idiot could have behaved as I 
did. And that is insufferably bitter to me, 
brother. Altogether, I may say in parenthesis, 
fate has been hard upon me, very hard." 

Pyotr Mihalitch listened to Vlassitch and 
wondered in perpli‘.\ity what it was in this man 
that had so charmed his sister. He was not young 
— he was forty-ouc — lean and lanky, narrow- 
chested, witli a long nose, and grey hairs in his 
beard. He talked in a droning voice, had a sickly 
smile, and waved his hands awkwardly as he 
talked. He had neither health, nor pleasant, 
manly manners, wov' savoir-faire, nor gaiety, and 
•in al^ his exterior there was something colour- 
less and indefinite. He dressed without taste, 
his surroundings were depressing, he did not 
care for poetry or painting because " they have 
no answer to give to the questions of the day " — 
that is, he did not understand them; music did 
not touch him. He was a poor farmer. 
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His estate was in a wretched condition and was 
mortgaged; he was paying twelve per cent, on 
tlie second mortgage and owed ten thousand on 
personal securities as well. When the time came 
to pay the inteitst on the mortgage or to send 
money to his wife, he asked everyone to lend him 
money with as much agitation as though his house 
were on fire, and, at the same time losing his 
head, he would sell the whole of his winter store 
of fuel foi live loubles anil a stack of straw for 
three roubles, and then have his gaiden fence or 
old cucumber- frames chopped up to heai his 
stoves. His meadows w’ere luined by pigs, the 
peasants’ cattle strayed in the undergrowth in 
his woods, and every year the old trees were fewer 
and fewer; beehives and lusty ])ails lay about in 
his garden and kitchen-garden. He had luither 
talents nor abilities, nor even ordinary capacity 
for living like other piciple. In praeiical life 
he was a weak, naive man, easy t(; deceive and to 
cheat, and the peasants with good reason called 
him ''simple," 

He was a Liberal, and in the district was re- 
garded as a " Red,” but even his progrcssivi ness 
was a bore. There w-as no originality nor moving 
power about his independent views : he w as 
revolted, indignant, and delighted always the 
same note; it was always sjuritless and ineffective. 
Even in moments of strong enthusiasm he never 
raised his head or stood upright. But the most 
tiresome thing of all was that he managed to 
express even his best and finest ideas so that they 
seemed in him commonplace and out of date. 
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It reminded one of something old one had read 
long ago, when slowly and with an air of pro- 
fundity he would begin dist'oursing of his noble, 
lofty iiiomeiits, of his best years; or when he went 
into raptures over the younger generation, which 
has always been, and still is, in advance of society; 
or abused Russians for donning their dressing- 
gowns at thirty and forg(‘tting iIk piiiiciples of 
their alma mater. If you stay(.*d the night with 
him. he would ])ut Pissari‘V or Darwin on your 
bedroom table; if you said you had read it, he 
would go and bring Dobrolubov. 

In the district this was calh'd free-thinking, and 
many people looked upon this free-thinking as 
an innocent and harmless ecc entricity ; it made him 
profoundly unhappy, however. It was for him 
the maggot of which he had just been speaking; 
it had fastened upon him and was sucking his 
life-blood. In his past there had been the strange 
marriage in the style of Dostf)evsky; long letters 
and copies written in a bad. unintelligible hand- 
writing. but with great feeling, endless misunder- 
standings. e.vplanat ions, disappointments, then 
debts, a .second mortgage, the? allowance to his 
wife, the monthly borrowing of money — and all 
this for no benefit to anyone, either himself or 
•othe^j. And in the present, as in the past, he 
was still in a nervous flurry, on the lookout for 
luroic actions, and poking his nose into other 
people's affairs; as before, at every favourable 
opportunity there were long letters and copies, 
wearisome, stereotyped conversations about the 
village community, or the revival of handicrafts 
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or the establishment of cheese factories — conversa- 
tions as like one another as though he had i)repared 
them, not in his living brain, but by some me- 
chanical process. And finally this scandal with 
Zina of which (»ne could not see the end 

And meanwhile Zina was young — she was only 
twenty-two-— go()d-lor)king, elegant, gay; she was 
fond of laughing, chatter, argument, a passionate 
musician; she had good taste in dress, in furniture, 
in books, and in her own homi^ she would not have 
put up with a room like this, smc'lling of boots 
and cheap vodka. She, too, had advanccil ideas, 
but in her free-thinking one felt the o\eTllow of 
energy, tlie vanity of a young, strong, spirited 
girl, passionately eager to be belter and more 
original than others. . . . How had it happened 
that she had fallen in love with Vlassitch ? 

“ He is .j Quixolis’ an obstinate fanatic, a 
maniac,*’ thought Pyotr Mihalitch, '* and she is 
as soft, yielding, and w’eak in character £is I am. . . . 
She and I give in easily, without resistance. She 
loves- him; but, then, I, too, love him in spite of 
everything.” 

Pyotr Mihalitch considered Vlassitch a good, 
straightforward man, but narrow and one-sided. 
In his perturbations and his sufferings, and in 
fact in his whole life, he saw no lofty aims, remote* 
or immediate; he saw nothing but boredom and 
incapacity for life. His self-sacrifice and all that 
Vlassitch himself called heroic actions or noble 
impulses seemed to him a useless waste of force, 
unnecessary blank shots which consumed a great 
deal of powder. And Vlassitch’s fanatical belief 
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in the extraordinary loftiness and f<iultlcssness 
of his own way of thinking struck him as naive 
and even morbid; and the fact that Vlassitch all 
his life had contrived to mix the trivial witlj the 
exalted, that lu; had made a stupid marriage and 
looked upon it as an act of heroism, and thc-n had 
affairs with other women and regarded that as 
a triumph of some idea or otluT wa.>. simply 
inc«)mprehensible. 

Nevertheless, Pyotr Mihalitch was fond of 
Vlassitch; he was conscioiLs of a sort of power in 
him. and for some rt‘ason he had never had the 
Jieart to contradict him. 

Vlassitch sat down quite close to him for a talk 
in the dark, to the accompaniment of the rain, and 
he had cleared his throat as a prelude to beginning 
on something lengthy, such as the history of his 
marriage. But it wiis intolerable for Pyotr 
Mihalitch to listen to him; he wiis tormented by 
the thought that he would see his sister directly. 

"Yes, you’ve had bad luck,” he said gentiy; 
” but, excuse me, we’ve been wandering from the 
point. That’s not what w'e arc talking about.” 

“ Yes, yes, quite so. Well, let us come back to 
the point,” said Vlassitch, and he stood up. ” 1 
tell you, Petrusha, our conscience is clear. We 
are not married, but there is no need for me to 
provS to you that our marriage is perfectly 
legitimate. You are as free in your ideas as I am, 
and, happily, there can be no disagreement 
between us on that point. As for our future, that 
ought not to alarm you. I'll work in the sweat of 
my brow, I'll work day and night — in fact, I will 
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strain every nerve to make Zina happy. Her life 
will be a si)lendi(l one ! You may ask, am I able 
to do it. I am, brother ! When a Jiian dev<;tes 
every minute to one thought, it’s not difficult for 
him to attain his object. But K*t us go to Zina; 
it will be a joy to iior to see you." 

Pyotr Mihalitcli's heart began to beat. He got 
up Mid followed Vlassitcli into tlie hall, and from 
there into the drawing-room. Tliere was nothing 
in the huge gloomy nuun but a piano and a long 
row of old chairs ornam»*nted with bronze, on 
whi(*h no one ever sat. There was a candle 
alight on the ])iano. From tin* drawing-room they 
went in silence into the dining-room. This room, 
too, was largi' and <H*mfortless ; in the middle of 
the room theie was a round ta!)le with two leaves 
with six thick legs, and onlv one candle. A clock 
in a large mahogany i\ise like an ikon stand 
pointed to half-past two. 

Vla.ssitch opened the door into the next room 
and said : 

“ Zina, here is Petrusha come to see us !" 

At once there was the sound of hurried footsteps 
and Zina came into the dining-room. She \va.s 
tall, plump, and very pale, and, just as when he 
had seen her for the last time at homo, she was 
wearing a black skirt and a red blouse, wjth a 
large buckle on her belt. She flung one arm round 
her brotluT and kissed him on the temple. 

" What a storm !" she said. " Grigory went 
off somew'here and I was left quite alone in the 
house." 

She was not embarrassed, and looked at her 
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brother as frankly and candidly as at home; 
looking at her, Pyotr Mihalitch, too. lost his 
embarrassmonl. 

" But you an* not afraid of storms," lie said, 
sitting down at the tahli-. 

" No." slio haid. " but hen* llu* rooms are so 
big, the liousf is so old, an«l \vlu*n there is thunder 
it all rattles like a cuplioard lull of ■•nM'l:er\. It’s 
a charming house altogeth(‘r." she went on, 
sitting down o])i)()sito her bndher. " There's 
some pleasant incmiory in every room. In my 
room, only fancy, Grigory's grandfather sliot 
himself." 

“In August we shall have the numey to do 
up the lodge in the garden." said Vlassit(‘h. 

" For some reason when it thunders I think of 
that grandfather," Zina went on. "And in this 
dining-room somebody was flogged to death." 

" That’s an actual fact," said Vlassitch, and he 
looked with widi’-opeii eyes at Pyotr Milialitclh 
" Sometime in the forties this place was let to 
a Frenchman called Olivier. The portrait of his 
daughter is lying in an attic now — a very pretty 
girl. This Olivier, so my father told me, despised 
Russians for their ignorance and treated them with 
cruel derision. TUus. for instance, he insisted on 
the priest walking without his hat for half a mile 
roundliis house, and on the church bells being rung 
when the Olivier family drove through the village. 
The serfs and altogether the humble of this world, 
of course, he treated with even less ceremony. 
Once there came along this road one of the simple- 
hearted sons of wandering Russia, somewhat after 
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the style of Gogol's divinity student, Horn 
Brut. He asked for a night's lodging, pleased 
the bailiffs, and was given a job at the office of 
the estate. There are many variations of the 
story. Some say the divinity student stirred up 
tile peasants, others that Olivier's daughter foil in 
love with him. 1 <lon’t know which is true, only 
un^ fine evening Olivier called him in here and 
cross-examined him. thi n ordered him to be bejiten. 
Do you know, he sat here at this table drinking 
claret while llie stable-boys beat the man ?Ie 
must have tried to wring something out of him. 
Towards morning the divinity student died of the 
torture and his body was hidden. They say it 
was thrown into Koltovitrh's pond. There was 
an inquiry, but tlw' Frenchman paid some thou- 
sands to someone in authority and went away to 
Alsace. Ilis lease was up just then, and so the 
matter ended.” 

” What scoundiels !” said Zina, shuddering. 

My father ismembered Olivier and his daughter 
well . He used to say she was remarkably beautiful 
and eccentric. I imagine the divinity student had 
done both — stirred u]) the peascants and won 
the daughter's heart. Perhaps he wasn't a 
divinity student at all, but someone travelling 
incognito.” •. 

Zina grew thoughtful ; the story of the (Tivinity 
student and the beautiful French girl had evidently 
carried her imagination far away. It seemed to 
Pyotr Mihalitch that- she had not ^changed in 
the least during the last week, except that she was 
a little paler. She looked calm and just as usual. 
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as though she had come with her brother to visit 
Vlassitch. But Pyotr Mihalitch felt that some 
change had taken place in himself. Before, when 
she was living at home, he could have spoken to 
her about anytliing, and now he did not feed equal 
to asking her the sim]>le question. " How do you 
like being here ?” The question seemed awkward 
and unnecessary. Probably the same* change had 
tcT-ken place in her. She was in no haste to turn 
the convei-sation to her mother, to her home, to 
her relations with Vlassitch; she did not defend 
herself, she did not say that free unions are better 
than marriages in the church; she was not agitated, 
and calmly brooded over the story of Olivier. . . . 
And why had they suddenly begun talking of 
Olivier ? 

You are both of you wet with the rain,” said 
Zina, and she smiled joyfully; she was touched by 
this point of resemblance between her brother 
and Vlassitch. 

And Pyotr Mihalitch felt all the bitterness and 
horror of his position. He thought of his deserted 
home, the closed piano, and Zina's bright little 
room into which no one went now; he thought 
there were no prints of little feet on th(j garden- 
paths, and that before tea no one went off, laughing 
igaily, to bathe. What he had clung to more and 
more 'trom his childhood upwards, what he had 
loved thinking about when he used to sit in the 
stuffy classroom or the lecture theatre — bright- 
ness, purity, and joy, everything that filled the 
house with life and light, had gone never to return, 
had vanished, and was mixed up with a coarse. 



23f) THE TALES OF TCHEHOV 

clumsy story of some battalion officer, a chivalrous 
lieutenant, a depraved woman and a grandfather 
who had shot himself. . . . And to begin to 
talk about his mother or to think tliat the past 
could ever letiini would mean not understanding 
what was clear, 

Pyotr .Milialitdi's eyes filled with tears and his 
luiiid began to trembli‘ as it lay on the talkie. 
Zina gui'ssed what he was thinking about, and her 
eyes, to<j, glistened and lookc‘d red. 

“ ririgory, come here,** she said to Vlassitch. 

They walki‘d away to the window and began 
talking of something in a whisper, h'rom the way 
that Vlassitch stooped down to lier and the way 
she lookeil at him, Py«>tr Miluditch reali/-c‘d again 
that over\’iliing was irrepar.d)ly ovit, and that it 
was no use to talk of Jinything. Zina wont out 
of the nioin. 

*‘ Well, brother !*' Vlassitch began, after a brief 
sik-nce, iiibbijig his hands and smiling. " I called 
our life happiness just now, but that was, so to 
speak, poetical licence. In reality, there has not 
be(m a sense of hai)piness so lar. Zina has been 
thinking all the time of you, <)f her mother, and 
has been worrying; looking at her, 1, too, felt 
worried. Hers is a bold, free nature, but, you know, 
it's tlifficult when you're not used to it, and she it 
young, too. The servants called her ‘ Miss * ; it seems 
a trifle, but it upsets her. There it is, brother." 

Zina brought in a plateful of strawberries. She 
was followed by a ■ little maidservant, looking 
crushed and humbU, who set a jug of milk on 
the table and made a very low bow: she had some- 
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thing about her that was in keeping witli the old 
furniture, something petrified and dreary. 

The sound f)f the rain had ceased. Pyotr 
Mihalitch ate strawberries while Vlassitch and 
Zina looked at him in silence. The. moment 
of the ine\-itable but useless conversation was 
ajiproaching. and all three felt tlu- burden of it. 
Py«)tr Mihalitcirs ives filled witli t.dis again; 
he pushed away his plate and said that Ik* must 
be going home, or it woul«.l be getting lati\ and 
perhaiis it would rain again. The time had conic 
whi‘n common decency retpiired Zina to speak of 
those at home and of her new life. 

*' How arc things at home ?” she asked rapidly, 
and her pale face <[uivered. “ How is mother ?" 

You know inotlier . . ."said Pyotr Mihalitch, 
not looking at her. 

" Petrusha, y<»u*vo thought a great deal about 
what has happened,” she said, taking hold of 
her brother’s sleeve, and he knew how hard it 
was for her to speak. " You've thought a great 
deal : tell me, can wc reckon on mother’s accepting 
Grigory . . . and the whole position, one day ?" 

She stood clo.se to her brother, face to face with 
him, and he was astonished tliat she was so beauti- 
ful, and that he seemed not to have noticed it 
before. And it .seemed to him utterly absurd that 
his sister, so like his mother, pampered, elegant, 
should be living with Vlassitch and in Vlassitch's 
house, with the petrified servant, and the tabic 
with six legs — in the house where a man had been 
flogged to death, and that she w'as not going home 
with him, but was staying here to sleep. 
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“ You know mother," he said, not answering 
her question. " I think you ought to have . . . 
to do something, to ask her forgiveness or some- 
thing. . . 

" But to ask her forgiveness would mean pre- 
tending we had done wrong. Tm ready to tell 
a lie to comfort mother, but it won't lead anywhere. 
1 know mother. Well, what will be, must be !" 
said Zina, growing more clieerful now that the 
most impleasant had been said. " We’ll wait 
for five years, ton yoars, and be patient, and then 
God’s will be done." 

Slit: took lier brother’s arm, and when she walked 
through the dark hall she squeezed close to him. 
They went out on the steps Pyotr Mihalitch 
said good'bye, got on his horse, and set off at a 
walk; Zina and Vlassitch walked a little way with 
him. It was still and w'arm. with a delicious smell 
of hay; stars w'cre twinkling brightly between the 
clouds. Vlassitch's old garden, which had seen 
so many gloomy stories in its time, lay slumbering 
in the darkness, and for some reason it was mourn-! 
ful riding through it. 

" Zina and I to-day after dinner spent some 
ready exalted moments,” said Vlassitch. " I read 
aloud to her an excellent article on the question 
of emigration. You must read it, brother i 
You really must. It's remarkable for its lofty 
tone. I could not resist writing a letter to the 
editor to be forwarded to the author. I wrote 
only a single line : * I thank you and warmly press 
your noble hand.’ ” 

Pyotr Mihalitch was tempted to say, " Don't 
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meddle in what docs not concern you/' but he 
held his tongue. 

Vliissitch walked by his right stirrup and Zina 
by the left; both seemed to have forgotten that 
they had to go home. It was damp, and they 
had almost reached Koltovitch’s coi^e. Pyotr 
Mihalitch felt that they were expecting something 
from him, though they hardly knew wliat it was, 
and he felt unbearably sorry for them. Now as 
they walked by the horse, with submissive faces, 
lost in thouglit, he liad a deep conviction that they 
were unhappy, and could not be happy, and their 
lovt‘ seemed to him a melanehr)ly, irreparable 
mistake. Pity and the sense that he could do 
nothing to help them reduced him to that state of 
spiritual softening when he was ready to make 
anv sacrifice to get rid of the painful feeling of 
sympathy. 

*' I'll c(jme over sometimes for a night," he said. 

But it sounded as though he were making a 
concession, and did not satisfy him. When they 
sto])pcd near Koltovitch’s copse to say good-bye, 
he bent down to Zina, touched her shoulder, and 
said: 

" You arc right, Zina ! You have done well." 
To avoid saying more and bursting into tears, he 
lashed his horse and galloped into the wood. As 
he rode into the darkness, he looked round and 
saw Vlassitch and Zina walking home along the 
road — he taking long strides, while she w'alked 
with a hurried, jerky step beside him — talking 
eagerly about something. 

" I am an old woman !" thought Pyotr Mihal- 
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itch. '* I went to solve the question and I liave 
only made it more compliriited — there it is !” 

He was heavy al heart. When he got out of the 
coi)s<* he rode at a walk ami then stop])e(l his 
horse near the p(»nd. He wanted lo sit and think 
without moving. The moon wa^ rising and was 
reflected- in a streak of red on the other side of 
the i)ond. Then* were low rumbles of thunder 
ill the distance. l\<»tr Mihalitch looked steadily 
at the water and imagined his sister's despair, her 
martyr-like pallor, the tearless eyes with which 
sh«' would conceal her humiliation frenn others. 
He imagined her with child, imaginerl the death 
of their mother, her funeral, Zina's horror. . . . 
The proud, superstitious old woman would be sure 
to die of grief. Terrible ]>ic tures of the future 
rose before him on the b:ickgr*)und of smooth, dark 
water, and among j)ale feminine ligures he saw 
himself, a weak, cowardly man with a guilty face. 

A hundred paces off on the right bank (»f the 
pond, .something dark was standing motionhss: 
was it a man or a tall jjost ? Pyotr Mihalitch 
thougiit of the divinity student wlio had been 
killed and thrown into the pond. 

" OUvier behaved inhumanly, but one way or 
another he did settle the question, while 1 have 
settled nothing and have only made it worse,” he 
thought, gazing at the dark figure that 'looked 
like a ghost. ” He said and did w'hat he thought 
right while I say and do what I don't think right; 
and I don't know really what I do think. ...” 

He rode up to the dark figure: it was an old 
rotten post, the relic of some shed. 
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From Koltovitch's copse and garden there came 
a strong fragrant scent of lilies of the valley and 
honey-laden flowers. Pyotr Mihalitch rode along 
the bank of the pond and looked mournfully 
into tile water. And thinking about his life, he 
came to the conclusion he had never said or acted 
upon what he really thought, and other people 
had repaid him in the same way. And 'o tin; whole 
*)f life seemed to him as dark as this water in 
which the night sky was reflected and water- weeds 
grew in a tangle. And it seemed to him that 
iiothinti could ever set it li^ht. 


11 


16 




AT HOME 




AT HOME 


I. 

Tin-: Don ijiilwiiy. A- ciuiit, c1u‘lt1c.ss station, 
white and solitary in the steppe, witli its walls 
baking in tJie sun, without a s()(‘(*k of shade, and, 
=eems, without a human being. The train 
goes on after leaving one lure; the sound of it is 
scarcely audible and du*s away at last. (.)utside 
the station it is a desert, aiul there are no liorscs 
but one’s own. One gets into tlu* carriage — which 
is so pleasant after the train— and is borne along 
the road through the sti.*ppe, and by degrees there 
are unfolded before one views such as one does not 
sec near Moscow — immense, endless, fascinating in 
their imniotony. The steppe, the steppe, and 
nothing more; in the distance an ancient barrow 
or a windmill; ox-waggons laden with coal trail 
by. . . . Solitary birds fly low over the plain, 
and a drowsy feeling conies with the monotonous 
beat^of tlieir wings. It is hot. Another hour 
or so passes, and. still the steppe, the steppe, and 
still in the distance the barrow. The driver tells 
you something, some long unnecessary tale, point- 
ing into the distance with his whip. And tranquil- 
lity takes possession of the soul; one is loatli to 
think of the past. . . . 
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A carriage with three horses had been sent to 
fetch Vera Ivanovna Kardin. The driver put 
in her luggage and set the harness to rights. 

"Everything just as it always has been/' said 
Vera, looking about her. " I was a little girl when 
I was here last, ton years ago. I remember old 
Boris came to fetch me then. Is he still living, 
I wonder ?” 

The driver made no reply, but, like a Little 
Russian, looked at her angrily and clambered 
on to the box. 

It was a twenty-mile drive from the station, 
and Vera, too, abandemed herself to tlje charm 
of the steppe, forgot the past, and thought only 
of the wide expanse, of the freedom. Healthy, 
clever, beautiful, and young — she was only three- 
and-t went y- -she had hitljtrto lacked nothing in 
her life but just this space and fre.ed<»m. 

The steppe, the . . . The horses trotted, 

the sun rose higher and higher; and it seemed to 
Vera that ne\er in her childhood had the steppe 
been so rich, so luxuriant in June; the wild 
flowers were green, yellow, lilac, white, and a fra- 
grance rose from them and from the warmed earth; 
and there were strange blue birds along the road- 
side. . . . Vera had long got out of the habit of 
praying, but now, struggling with drowsiness she 
murmured: 

" Lord, grant that 1 may be happy here." 

And there w^as peace and sweetness in her soul, 
and she felt as though she would have been glad 
to drive like that all her life, looking at the steppe. 

Suddenly there was a deep ravine overgrown 
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with oak saplings and alder-trees; there was a 
moist feeling in the air — there must have been a 
spring at the bottom. On the near side, on the 
very edge of tlie ravine, a covey of partridges rose 
noisily. Vera remembered that in old day.s they 
used to go for evening walks to this ravine ; so it 
must be near home ! And now she could actually 
see the poplars, the barn, black ^iiioke rising on 
()ne side — Xhvy wore, burning old .straw. And there 
was Auntie Dasha coming to nu'et her and waving 
her haiulktrehief; grandfather was on the terrace. 
Oh dear, how happy she was ! 

" My darling, my darling !" cried her aunt, 
.shrieking as though she were in hysterics. '* Our 
real mistress has come ! You must understand 
you an- our mi>tres>. you arc our quc'en ! Here 
everything is yours ! My darling, my beauty, 
I am not your aunt, but your willing slave !’* 

Vera had no relations but her aunt and her 
grandfather; her mother had long been dead; her 
father, an engineer, had died three months before 
at Kazan, on his way from Siberia. Her grand- 
father had a big grey beard. He was stout, red- 
faced, and asthmatic, and walked leaning on a 
canc and sticking his stomach out. Her aunt, 
a lady of forty-two, drawn in tightly at the waist 
and^ashionably dressed with sleeves high on the 
shoulder, evidently tried to look young and was 
still anxious to be charming; she walked with 
tiny steps with a wriggle of her spine. 

Will you love us ?” she said, embracing Vera. 

You are not proud ?" 

At her grandfather's wish there was a thanks- 
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giving service, then they spent a long wliile o\'ct 
dinner ----and Vera’s new life began. She was 
given the best room. All the rugs in the house 
had been put in it, and a great iiianv llowers; and 
wlien at night she lay down in lier snug, wide, very 
soft bed and covered herself with a silk quilt tliat 
smelt of old clothes long st'.)red away, she laughed 
wil’i i)leasuro. Auntie 1 )a‘^ha came in for a minute 
t«j wisli her good-night. 

Hen' you are home again, thank (jod,” slie 
said sitting down on the bed. “ As yim see. we 
get along very w(‘ll and have everything we want. 
There's only one thing: your grandfather is in a 
j)oor way ! A terribly iK)or way ! He is short of 
breath and he has begun to lose his memory. And 
you iememb('r how strong, how \'igorous, hi* usc‘d 
to be ! There was no doing anything with him. . . . 
In old da\>, if the servants (iidn't ])h.*asi.' him or 
anything else went wrong, he woiikl jiini]) np at 
once and shout : ' Tweniy-tivc: strokes ! The birch !' 
But now he has grown inihler and you never hear 
him. And besides, times are changed, my precious; 
one mayn’t beat them nowadays. Of course, 
they <»ughtn’t to be beaten, but thev need looking 
after.” 

” And arc they beaten now, auntie ?” asked 
Vera. ' ^ 

” The steward beats them sometimes, but I never 
do, bless their hearts ! And yimr grandfather 
^metimes lifts his stick from old habit, but he 
never, beats them.” 

Auntie Dasha yawm«^d and crossed herself over 
her mouth and lier right ear. 
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“ It's not dull here ?” Vera in(|uircd. 

" Wliat shall 1 say ? There arc no landowners 
living here now, but there have been works built 
near, darling, and there arc lots of engineers, 
cloi tors, and mine managers. Of course, we have 
theatricals and eom-.erts. but we play cards more 
than anything. They eome to us, too. Dr. 
NeslUrhiii)<)V Irom the works to .^-e us — 

such a handsome, inlm'^ling man ! He fc‘ll in 
hn'e with your jdioiograph. 1 made up iny mind: 
he is A'erotclika's (K*>iiny, I tlioiight. He's 
young. han(lst)me. lu‘ has means - a good match, 
in fact. And of c(mr>e yon’n* a match foi anyone. 
You're of good lainily. The j)lac*e is mortgage^d, 
it’s true, bni it’s in good onler and not neglected: 
there is my slian* in it, but it will all come to you; 
I am your willing slavt*. And my l)rotluT, your 
father, left you Uiiecn ihoasaiid roubles. . . . 
But [ see you can’t keep ymir eyes open. Sleep, 
iny child." 

Xext day X'era spent a long time walking round 
the house, 'i'he garden, which was old aiul iin- 
attractivi', lying inconveniently upon the slope, 
had no paths, and was utterly neglected; probably 
the care of it was regarded as an unnecessary item 
in the management. There were iiiiinbers of 
•grass^-snakes. Hoopoes flew about under the 
trei's calling " Oo-too-toot !" as though they were 
trying to remind her of something. At the bottom 
of the hill there was a river overgrown with tall 
reeds, and half a mile beyond the river was the 
village. From the garden Vera went out into the 
iif'lds; looking into the distance, thinking of her 
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new life in her own home, she kept trying to grasp 
what was in store for her. The space, the lovely 
peace of the stepiw, told her that happiness was 
near at hcind, and porhajis wa.s hiTc already; thou- 
sands of people, in fact, w'oiild have said: " What 
happiness to be young, healthy, well-educated, to 
be living on one's own estate !" And at the same 
Lime the endless j)lain, all alike, without one living 
soul, frightened her. and at moments it was clear 
to her that its peaceful grei.’n vastness would 
swallow u]) her life and reduce it to nothingness. 
She was young, elegant, fond of life; she had 
finished her studies at an aristocratic boarding- 
school, had learnt thn e languages, had read a great 
deal, had Travelled with her father — and could 
all this hiXye been meant to lead to nothing but 
settling down in a remote eountry-liousc* in the 
steppe, and wandering day after day from the 
garden into the fields and from the fields int(» the 
garden to while away the time, and then silting 
at home listening to her grandfather's breathing ? 
But what could she do ? Where could she go ? 
She could find no answer, and as she was returning 
home she doubted whether she would be happy 
he.ie, and thought that driving from the station 
was far more interesting than living here. 

Dr. Ncshtchapov drove over from the yorks.* 
He w'as a doctor, but three years previoasly he 
had taken a share in the works, and had become 
one of the partners; and now he no longer looked 
upon medicine as his chief vocation, though he 
still practised. In appearance he was a pale, 
dark man in a white waistcoat, with a good 
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figure; but to guess what there was in his heart 
and his brain was difficult. He kissed Auntie 
Dasha's hand on greeting her, and was continually 
leaping up to set a chair or give his seat to someone. 
He was very silent and grave all the while, and, 
when he did sy)eak. it was for some reason im- 
possible to hear and understand his first sentence, 
though he sj)oke correctly and not in a low voice. 

'* You play the piano lie asked Vera, and 
immediately leapt uj), as she had dropped her 
handkenhief. 

He stayed from midday to midnight without 
speaking, and Vera found him very unattractive. 
She thought that a white waistcoat in the country 
was bad form, and his i-laborate politeness, his 
manners, and his pale, serious face with dark eye- 
brows, were mawkish; and it seemed to her that he 
was perpetually silent, probably because he was 
stupid. When he had gone her aunt said entliusi- 
asticallv : 

“ WJll? Isn't he charminK?" 


II. 

Auntie Dasha looked after the estate. Tightly 
laced, with jingling bracelets on her wrists, she 
w'ent Into the kitchen, the granary, tlic cattle- 
yard, tripping along with tiny steps, wriggling her 
spine; and whenever she talked to the steward or 
to the peasants, she used, for some reason, to 
put on a pince-nez. Vera's grandfather always 
sat in the same place, playing patience or dozing. 
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He ate a very great deal at dinner and supper; 
they gave him the dinner cooked to-day and what 
was left from yesterday, and cold pic left from 
Sunday, and salt nn^at from the servants’ dinner, 
and ate it all greedily. And every dinner left 
on Vera such an imiwssion that when she saw 
afterwards a Hock of sheep driven by, or flour being 
biought from the mill, she thought. “ Ciiandfathcr 
will oat tiiat." For the most part he was silent, 
absorbed in eating or in patience ; but it sometimes 
lun)i)ened at ilinniT that at the sight of Vera he 
would l)e tou('hed and say tenderly : 

" My only grandchild ! Verotchka ! ' 

Aiui tears would glisten in his eyes. Or his 
face would tuni suddenly crimson, his mxk would 
swell, he would look with lury at the servants, 
ivnd ask. tapping with his stick: 

" \Vli\ haven’t you brought the hoise-radish ?" 
In winter he led a ixirfectly inactive existence; 
in summcT he sometimes drove out into the fields 
to look at the oats and the hay; and when he came 
back he would iUnirish his stick and declare that 
(everything was neglected now tha- he was not 
tlK'ie to look after it. 

Your grandfather is out of humour,” Auntie 
Dasha would whisper. ” But it’s nothing imw 
to what it used to be in the old days: 'Twenty* 
five strokes ! The birch !’ ” 

Her aunt complained that cviuyonc had grown 
lazy, that no one did anything, and that the estate 
yielded no profit. Indeed, there was no systematic 
farming; they ploughed and sowed a little simply 
from habit, and in reality did nothing and lived 
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in idleness. Meanwhile there was a running to 
and fro, reckoning and worrying all day long; the 
bustle in the liouse began at five o'clock in the 
morning; tliere were continual sounds of " Bring 
it," " belch it,” " Make haste,” and by the 
evening the servants were utterly (*xhaustcd. 
Auntie Dasha changed her cooks and her house- 
maids every week; sometimes she dischargi d thim 
for immorality; ^^tunetimes they went of their own 
accord, comi)laining that they were worked 
to death. None of the village people would come 
to the house as servants; Auntie Dasha had 
to hire them from a distance. Tliere vas only 
one girl from Ihe village living in the house, 
Alyona, and she stayed because her whole faniil}’ — 
old people and children — were living upon her 
wages. This Alyona, a pak*, rather stupid little 
thing, spent the whole day turning out the roi>ms, 
wailing at table, heating the stoves, sewing, wash- 
ing; but it abvays seemed as though she were only 
pottering about, treading heavily with her bools, 
and were nothing but a hindrance in the house. 
In her terror that she might bo disniis.scd and sent 
home, she often dropped and broke the ciockeiy, 
and they stojipecl the value of it out of her wages, 
and then her mother and grandmuther would come 
land bow down at Auntie Dasha's feet. 

Once a week or sometimes oftener visitors 
would arrive. Her- aunt would come to Vera 
and say; 

" You should sit a little w'ith the visitors, or 
else they'll think that you are stuck up.” 

Vera would go in to the visitors and play vini 
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with them for hours together, or play the piano 
for the visitors to dance; her aunt, in high spirits 
and breathless from dancing, would come up and 
whisp(?r to her: 

" Be nice to Maiya Nikiforovna.” 

On the sixth of December, St. Nikolay's Day, a 
large party of about thirty arrived all at once ; they 
played vM until late at night, and many of them 
stayed the night. In the morning they sat down 
to cards again, then they had dinner, and when 
Vera went to her room after dinner to lest from 
conversation and tobacco smoke, there were 
visitors there too, and she almost wept in despair. 
And when they began to get ready to go in the 
evening, she was so pleased they were going at 
last that she said: 

'■ Do stay a little longer.” 

She felt exhausted l>y the visitors and con- 
strained by their presence; yet every day, as soon 
as it began to grow' dark, something drew her out 
of the house, and she went out to pay visits either 
at the works or at some neighbours', and then 
there were cards, dancing, forfeits, suppers. . . . 
The yoimg people in the works or in the mines 
sometimes sang Little Russian songs, and sang 
them very well. It made one sad to hear them 
sing. Or they all gathered together in one room 
and talked in the dusk of the mines, of the treasures 
that had once been buried in the steppes, of Saur’s 
Grave. . . . Later on, as they talked, a shout of 
” Help !” sometime reached them. It was a 
drunken man going home, or someone was being 
robbed by the pit near by. Or the wind howled 
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n the chimneys, the shutters banged; then, soon 
afterwards, they would hear the uneasy church 
bell, as the snow-storm began. 

At all the evening parties, picnics, and dinners. 
Auntie Dasha was invariably the most interesting 
woman and the doctor the most interesting man. 
There was very little reading cither at the works 
or at the country-houses; they playt'd only marches 
and polkas; and the young people always argued 
hotly about things they did not undeL-stand, and 
the effect was crude. The iliscussions were loud 
and heated, but. strange to say, Vera Jiad nowhere 
else met people so inilifferent and careless as these. 
They seemed to have no fatherland, no religion, 
no public interests. When ilu‘y talked of literature 
or debated some abstract tiuestion, it could be 
seen from Dr. Neshtchapov's face that the question 
had no intere.st for him whatever, and that for 
long, long years he had read nothing and cared 
to read nothing. Serious iuid expressionless, like 
a badly painted portrait, for ever in his white 
waistcoat, he was silent and incomprehensible as 
before; but the ladies, young and old, thought him 
interesting and were enthusiastic over his manners. 
They envied Vera, who appeared to attract him 
very much. And Vera always came away from 
the visits with a' feeling of vexation, vowing 
inwardly to remain at home; but the day passed, 
the evening came, and she hurried off to the works 
again, and it was like that almost all the winter. 

She ordered books and magazines, and used to 
read them in her room. And she read at night, 
lying in bed. When the clock in the corridor 
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struck two or three, and Iict tcmpli’s wtTt* begin- 
ning to ache from reading, she sat up in bed and 
thought, " What am 1 to do ? Wluiv am I to 
go ?” Accursed, importunalc (piesth)ii, to which 
there were a number of ready-made answers, 
and in reality no answer at all. 

Oh, how noble, how holy, how pi(*lun*squf. it 
Tiuist be to serve the people, to alleviate their 
sufferings, to enlighten them ! Ihit she, Vera, 
did not know the peo]iK*. And how could she. 
go to tlieni ? TJiey were strangi- and iininterest- 
iiig to her; she could not <*iulure the >tuffy smell 
of the huts, the pot- housed oaths, the unwashed 
children, the women’s talk of illnesses. To walk 
over the snow-drifts, to feel cold, then to sit in a 
stilling hut, to- leach children she disliked — no, 
she would rather die ! And to teach the p«'asants' 
children while Auntie Ikuslia made money out of 
the ixit-honses and lined the jjeasanls it was too 
great a larce I Wliat .i lot of talk tiieri* was of 
schools, of village libranes, of univel■^al education; 
but if all tiiese engineers, tliese mine-(Avners 
and Ijidies of her acquaintimc'', had not been 
hypocrites, and really had believed that enlighten- 
ment was necessary, they would not have* i)aid the 
schoolm.tstcrs fifteen roubles a month as they did 
now, and would not have let them go hungryi 
And tlu- schools and the tfilk about ignoraiVce — it 
was all only to stifle the voice of conscience 
because they were a'^hamed to own fifteen or 
thirty thousand acres and to be indifferent to 
the peasants' lot. Here the ladies said about 
Dr. Ne.shtchapov that he was a kind man and had 
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built a school at the works. Yes, he had built a 
school out of the old bricks at the works for some 
eight hundred roublej», and they sang the prayer 
for “ long life. " to him wlien the building was 
opened, but there was no chance of his giving up 
lii^ shares, and it certainly never entered Ills head 
that the peasants were human beings like himself, 
and tliat they, too, needed iinivvr:;it\ leaching, 
and not merely lessons in these wi etched schools. 

And Vera felt full of anger against herself and 
evi-ryoiie else. Shi- took up a book again and tried 
to read it, but soon afterwards sat down and 
thought again. To become a doctor ? But to 
do tliat one must pass an examination in Latin; 
besides, she had an invincibli* repugnance to 
corpses and disease. It would 1)0 nice to become 
a mechanic, a judge, a commander of a steamer, a 
scientist; to do something into which she could 
put all her powers, physical and spiritual, and to 
be tired out and sleep soundly at night; to give 
up her life to something that would make her an 
interesting ])erson, able to attract interesting 
people, U) love, to have a real family of her 
own. . . . But what was she to do ? How was 
she to begin : 

One Sunday in .Lent her aunt came into her 
room early in the morning to fetch her umbrella. 
Vera was sitting up in bed clasping her head in 
her hands, thinking. 

“ You ought to go to church, darling,” said her 
aunt, ” or people will think you are not a believer." 

Vera made no answer. 

"I see you are dull, poor child," said Auntie 

17 
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Dasha, sinking on htr knees by the bedside; she 
adored Vera. “Tell me the truth, vrc you bored?" 

“ Dreadfully.” 

“ Jly beauty, my (luoen, 1 am your willing 
slave, 1 wish you nothing but good and happi- 
ness. . . . Tell me, why don't you want to marry 
Ncshtchapov ? \\ liat more do you want, my 

child ? You must forgive me, darling; you can't 
pick and choose liki* this, we are not princes. . . . 
Time is passing, \ on are not seventeen. . . . And 
1 don't understand it ! He. loves you, idolizes 
yon !” 

” Oh, mercy *■” said Veia with vexation. ” How 
can 1 te ll ? ile sits dumb and ncvi*r says a word." 

” He's sli\', darling. . . . He's afraid you’ll 
refu'5i' him ! ' 

And when her aunt had gone away, Vera re- 
mained standing in the iniddle. of lu‘r room un- 
certain whether to dress or to go back to bed. 
The bed was hateful; if one looked out of window 
tliL re were the bare tiees, the grey snow, the hateful 
jack/hiws, the jiigs that her grandfather would 
eat. . . . 

" Yes, after all, perhaps I'd better get married !" 
she thought. 


III. 

For two days Auntie Dasha wxmt about w'ith a 
tear-stained and heavily powdered face, and at 
dinner she kept sighing and looking towards the 
ikon. ' And it was im])ossiblc to make out what 
was the matter with her. But at last she made up 
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her mind, went in to Vera, and said in a casual 
way ; 

" The fact is, cliild, we have to pay interest on 
the bank loan, and the tenant hasn't paid his rent. 
Will you let mo pay it out of tlie fifteen thousand 
your papa left you ?" 

All day afterwards Auiitio Dasha spent in making 
cherry jam in the garden. Alyona, with her cheeks 
flushed with the heat, nm to and from tlie garden 
to the house and hack again to the cellar. 

When Auntie Dasha was making jam with a 
very serious face ;is though sh(‘ were performing a 
religous rile, and lu r short sleeves disfilaycd her 
titjiwijg, little, despotic hands and arms, and when 
the servants ran about incessantly, bustling about 
the jam wliich they would never taste, there was 
always a feeling of martyrdom in the air. . . . 

The garden smelt of hot cherries. The sun had 
set, the charcoal stove had been carried away, 
Imt the pleasant, sweetish smell still lingered in 
the air. Vera sat on a bench in the garden and 
watched a new labourer, a young soldier, not of 
the neighbourlujod, who was, by her express orders, 
making new j)aThs. He was cutting the turf with 
a spade and heaping it up on a barrow. 

" Where were you serving ?” Vera a.sked him. 

“ At Berdyansk." 

"■iXnd where arc you going now ? Home ?” 

“No," answered the labomer. “1 have no 
home." 

“ But where were you born and brought up ?” 

“ In the province of Oryol. Till I went into 
the army I lived with my mother, in my step- 
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fcilhur’s hon.se: my mother was the head of the 
house, and people looked up to her, and while 
slie livi'd I was eared for. But while 1 Was in the? 
aimv I got a letter telling me my mother was 
dead. . . . And now I don't seem to care to 
go lioine. It’s not my own father, so it’s not like 
iny own home." 

" Then ydiir father is dead ?" 

" 1 don’t know. I am illegitimate.' ' 

At that munient .\untie l>a.dia ap[»earLd at the 
window and said: 

“ 1 1 ne fiutt pits parley aux ^cns. . . . (hj into 
the kitchen, my g<M}(l man. Voii can tell your 
story there," she said to the soldier. 

And then came as yestertlay and every day 
supper, reading, ’a sleepless night, and endless 
tliinking ab«iut the same thing. At three o’clock 
the sun rose; Alyona was already busy in the 
corridor, aiul Vera wiis not asleep yet and was 
trying to read. She heard the creak of the 
bartuw: it was the new labourer at work in the 
garden. . . . V'era sat at the open window with 
a book, d<v.ed, and watched tlie M)ldiev making 
the patlis fur her, and that interested her. The 
paths were as even and level as a leather strap, 
and it w’as pleasant to imagine what they would 
be like when they were strewn with yellow sand. 

She C(mld set; her aunt come out of the Rouse 
soon after Jive o’clock, in a pink wrapper and curl- 
papers. She stood on the steps for three minutes 
without speaking, and then said to the soldier : 

" Take your passport and go in peace. 1 can’t 
have anj'onc illegitimate in my house." 
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An oppressive, angry feeling sank like a stone 
on Vera's luart. She was indignant with her 
aunt, she hated her; she was sf) sick of her aunt 
that her lu-art was full of misery and loathing. 
But what was she to do ? To stop her mouth ? 
To be rude to her ? l^ut what would be tlu* u^e ? 
SupiX)se she struggled with lier, got rid of her, 
made lier liarniKss, prevented h t grandfather 
from flourishing his stick- -what would be the use 
of it ? It w<niiil be like killing one mouse or one 
snake in the boundless ste])pi'. The vast eX]>anse, 
the lojig winters, the monotony and (Ireariiie.ss 
of life, instil a seiwe of helplessness; the ])osition 
seems hopeles?,, and wants to do nothing-- 
everything is usele ss. 

Alyona came in, and bowing low to Vera, began 
carrying out the arm-chairs to beat the dust out 
of them. 

" You liave ehosen a time to clean up,’* said 
Vera witli annoyance. ** Gt) away.” 

Aly<ina wa^ owrwhelined, and in her tern^r 
could not understand what was wanted of her. 
She began hurriedly tidying up the dvessing- 
tablo. 

” Go out of tile room, 1 toll you,” Vera shouted, 
turning cold; she had never had such an oppressive 
feeling bef(»re. ” Go away I" 

Alyona uttered a sort of moan, like a bird, and 
dropped Vera's gold watch on the carpet. 

" Go away !” Vera shrieked in a voice not her 
own, leaping up and trembling all over. “ Send 
her away; she worries me. to death !” she went on, 
walking rapidly after Al 3 'ona down the pa.ssage. 
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stamping her feet. " Go awav J Birch her ! 
Beat her !” 

Then siulclenly she came to herself, and just 
as she was, unwashed, uncombed, in her dressing- 
gown and slii)pcrs, she nished out of the house, 
She ran to the familiar ravine and hid herself 
there among the sloe-trees, so that sh«' miglU see 
no Ciiie and be seen l)y no one. Lying there 
motionless on the grass, she did not weep, she was 
not luiiTor-stricken, but gazing at tlu* sky opi ii- 
cyed, she relli'cted coldly and clearly that sc-me- 
thing had happc'iied which she could never forget and 
for which she i (nild never forgive herself all her life. 

“ No, 1 can’t go on like this,” she thought. 
” It’s time to take myself in h.and, or there’ll 
be no end to it. . . . I can’t go on like this. . . .” 

At midday Dr. Neshtchapov drove by the ravine 
on his way to the house. Slit' saw him and made 
up her mind that she would begin a new life, and 
that she would make herself l)egin it, and this 
decision calmed her. And following with her 
eyes the doctor’s well-built figure, she said, as 
though trying to soften the crudity of her decision: 

” He’s a nice man. . . . We shall get through 
life somehow.” 

She returned home. While she was dressing, 
Auntie Dasha came into the room, and said: c 

” Alyona upset you, darling; I've sent her home 
to the village. Her mother’s given her a good 
beating and has come here, crying.” 

” Auntie,” said Vera quickly, " I'm going to 
marry Dr. Neshtchapov. Only talk to him your- 
self ... I can't.” 
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And again she went out into the fields. And. 
wandering aimlessly about, she made up her mind 
that wh(?n she was married she would look after 
the house, doctor the peasants, teach in the school, 
that she would do all the things that other women 
of her circle did. And this perpetual dissatisfaction 
with herself and everyone else, this scries of crude 
mistakes which stand up like a nv.;unlaiii before 
one whenever one looks back upon one's past, 
she would accept as her real life to which she was 
fated, and she would expect nothing better. . . . 
Of course there was nothing betti r ! Beautiful 
nature, dreams, music, told one story, Imt reality 
another. Evidently truth and hapiriness existed 
somewhere outside real life. . . . (3ne must give 
up one's own life and merge oneself into this 
luxuriant steppe, boundless and indifferent as 
eternity, with its flowers, its ancient barrows, 
and its distant horizuiii, and then it would be well 
with one. . . . 

A month later Vera was living at the works. 
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For a cuUivattd man to be ignorant of foreign 
language's is a great iileoiivcniuncc. Vorotov 
became acutely conscious of it when, after taking 
his degree, he l)egan upon a piece of ri'search work. 

" It's awful," hit said, breathing hard (although 
he was <mly twenty-six he was fat. heavy, and 
suffered from shortness of breath). 

" Its awful ! W'ithout languages I'm like a bird 
without wings. I might just as well give up the 
work." 

And he made up his mind at all costs to over- 
come his innate laziness, and to learn French and 
German; and began to look out for a teacher. 

One winter noon, as Vorotov was sitting in his 
study at w'ork, the servant told him that a young 
lady was inquiring for him. 

" Ask her in," said Vorotov. 

And a young lady elaborately dressed in the last 
fashiqn walked in. She introduced herself as 
a teacher of French, Alice Osipovna Enquete, 
and told Vorotov that she had been sent to him 
by one of his friends. 

" Delighted ! Please sit down," said Vorotov, 
breathing hard and putting his hand over the 
collar of his nightshirt (to breathe more freely he 
267 
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always wore a nightshirt at work instead of a 
stiff linen one with collar). "It was Pyotr 
Sergei tell sent you ? Yes, yes ... I asked him 
about it. Delighted !" 

As he talked to Mdllc. Enquele he looked at 
her shyly and with curiosity. She was a genuine 
Frenchwoman, very elegant and still quite >oung. 
Judging from her pale, languid face, her short 
curly hair, and her unnaturally slim waist, she 
migiit haw been eighteen: but lonking at her 
1)1 oad, well-dev< ‘loped sluuilders. the i*legaiit lines 
fit her back and her si-vere eyes, Voroto\' IJioiight 
that she wjvs not lesh than three-and-twenty and 
might bi‘ twenty-five; but then again la; began to 
think she was not more than eighteen. lh‘r face 
louk('d as cfild and business-like as the face of a 
person wla.* has come t«‘ speak about money. 
She did not onro smile or frown, and only once 
a look f)f perplexity fliited over her face when she 
learnt that she was not n quired to teacli children, 
but a stout grown-up man. 

"So, Alice Osiiiovna,*’ said Vorotov, "well 
liave a Irsson every evening from seven to eight. 
As regards your terms — a rouble a lesson — I've 
nothing to say against that. By all means let 
it be a rouble. . . 

And he asked lier if she would not have some* 
tea or coffee, wlietlicr it was a fine day, and with 
a good-natured smile, stroking the baize of the 
table, lie inquired in a friendly voice who she was, 
where she had studied, and what she lived on. 

With a cold, business-like expression, Alice 
Osipovna answered that slie had completed her 
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studies fit a private school and liad the diploma 
of a private teacher, tliat lier father had died 
lately of scarlet fever, lliat her motlier was alive 
and made artificial flnwiTs; that sh(\ Mdlle. 
Empieti*, taught in a private school till diniier- 
th]ie, and after dinner was busy till evening giving 
lessons in different good families. 

Slie went away leaving behind lier the faint 
fragrance of a woman s eioilus. l**or a long time 
afterwards Vcjrolov ciailil n*)t settle to work, but, 
sitting at tlie table stroking its giveji hai/.e surface, 
he meditated. 

“ It's very pleasant to see a girl working to earn 
her own living," he tlioiight. "On the other 
hand, it’s very unpleasant In think that poverty 
should not spare such elegant and pretty girls as 
Aliix* Osipovna, and that she, too, should have to 
struggle tor existence. It's a sad thing !" 

Having never seen virtuous I'^reiichwomen 
before, he reflected also that this elegantly dn?ssed 
young lady with her well -developed shoulders 
and exaggeratedly small waist in all jnobabilit}' 
followed another calling as well as giving Erench 
lessons. 

The next excelling when the clock ])ointed to 
five minutes to seven, Mdlle. Enquete appeared, 
•osy from the frost. She opeiu'd Margot, wliich 
she lidll brought with her, and without introduction 
began : 

" French grammar has twenty-six letters. The 
first letter is called -1, the second B . . ” 

" Excuse me," Vorotov interrupted, smiling. 

I must warn you, mademoiselle, that you must 
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change your method a little in my case. You see, 

1 know Russian, Greek, and Latin well. . . . I've 
studied comparative pliilology, and 1 think we 
might omit Margot and pass straight to reading 
some author.” 

And lie explained to the French girl how grown- 
up people learn languages. 

” A friend of mine,” he said, ” wanting to learn 
modern languages, laid liehne him tlie Lrench, 
German, and Latin go^pels. and read tlu.m side by 
side, carefully analyzing each word, and would 
you believe it, he attained his object in h.ss than 
a year. Let us do the same. We'll take some 
author and read him.” 

The French girl looked at him in piTplexity. 
Evidently tlio suggt'stitm seemed to her very 
naive and i idiculous. If this strange proposal had 
been maile to her by a rJiild. she would certainly 
have been angry and have scolded it, but as he, 
was a grown-up man and very stout and she could 
not scold him, she only shiuggecl her -.houkUrs 
hardly perceptibly and said: 

” As you pleasi.” 

Yorotov rummaged in his bookcase and picked 
OUT a dog's-eared French bt)ok. 

” Will this do ?” 

” It's all the same,” she said. 

"In that case let us begin, and good luck to 
it ! Let’s begin with the title . . . ' Memoires.' 

” Reminiscences,” .Mdlle. Enquete translated. 

With a good-natured smile, breathing hard, he 
spent a quarter of an hour over the word 
” Memoires," and as much over the word de^ 
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and this wearied the young lady. She answered 
his questions languidly, grew confiLscd, and evi- 
dently did not understand her pupil well, and 
did not attempt to understand him. Vorotov 
asked her questions, and at the same time kept 
looking at her fair hair and thinking: 

“Her liair isn't naturally cmly; she curls it. 
It’s a strange thing! She works iiuin morning 
to night, and yet slie has time to curl her hair." 

At eight o’clock precisely she got up, and saying 
coldly and dryly, “ Au re voir, monsiiur," walked 
out of the study, leaving behind her the same 
tender, delicate, disturbing fragramro. For a 
long time again her pupil did nothing; he sat at 
the table meditating. 

During the days that followed he became 
convinced that his teacher was a charming, 
conscii-ntious, and precise young lady, but that 
she was very badly educated, and incapable of 
teaching grown-up people, and he matle up his 
mind not to waste his time, to get rid of her, and 
to engage another teacher. When she came the 
seventh time he took out of his pocket an envelope 
with seven roubles in it, and holding it in his 
hand, became very confused and began: 

“ Excuse me, Alice Osipovna, but I ought to 
atell you . . . I’m under painful necessity . . 

Seeing the envelope, the French girl guessed 
what was meant, and for the first time during 
their lessons her face quivered and her cold, 
business-like expression vanished. She coloured 
a little, and dropping her eyes, began nervously 
fingering her slender gold chain. And Vorotov, 
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seeing licr piirturbation, realizi.'d how nmcli a 
rouble* meant to her, and how bitter it would be to 
her to lose what slie was carnitiy. 

I oiifjlit to tell you/* he muttered, growing 
more iiiicl more confused, and quavering inwardly; 
he huiriedly stuffed the envelope into his pocket 
cT-iid went- on: “ Excuse me, I . . 1 must leave 
you for ten minutes." 

And trying to appear as though he had not in 
the least meant to get rid of lu r. but only to ask 
Jier permission to leave Iut lor a short time, he 
went into the ncixt room and sat iher*. lor ten 
minutes. And tlien he returned more embarrassed 
than ever: it struck him that she might have 
interpreted liis .brief absence in some way of her 
own. and In* felt awkward. 

The lessons began again. X^orotov felt no 
interest in them. Reali/-ing that lie would gain 
nothing from the hssons, he gave the French girl 
liberty to do es she liked, asking her nothing and 
not interru]^ting her. She translated av'ay as 
sho pleased ten pages during a lesson, and he did 
not listen, breathed hard, and having nothing 
better to do, gazed at her curly head, or her soft 
white h inds or her neck and sniffed the fragrance 
of her clothes. 

He caught himself thinking very unsiiijiable ' 
thouglits, and felt ashamed, or he was moved to 
tenderness, and then he felt vexed and wounded 
that she was .so cold and business-like with him, 
and treated him as a piipil, never smiling and seem- 
ingjafraid that he might accidentally touch her. 
He kept wondering how to inspire her with 
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confidence and get to know her better, and to help 
her, to make her understand how badly, she 
taught, poor thing. 

One day Mdlle. Enquetc came to the lesson in 
a smart pink dress, slighth' decuUci&e, and sur- 
rounded by such a fragrance that she seemed to 
be wrapped in a cloud, and readv, if one blew 
upon lier, to fly away inb> the air or melt away like 
smoke. She a[)ologized and said she could stay 
only half an hour for the lesson, as she was going 
straight from the le.sson to a dance. 

He looked at her throat and the back of her bare 
nerh and thouglit he understood why French- 
women had the reputation of frivolous creatures 
easily seduced; he was carried away by tliis cloud 
of fragrance, beauty, and bare flesh, while she, 
unconscious of his thoughts and probably not in 
the least interested in them, rapidly turned over 
the pages and translated at full steam; 

" * He was walking the street and meeting a 
gentleman his friend and saying, Where are you 
striving to seeing vour face so pale it makes me 
sad. 

The M^moires ” had long been flnished, and 
now Alice was translating some other book. One 
day she came an hour too early for the lesson, 
tipolo^izing and saying that she wanted to leave 
at seven and go to the Little Theatre. Seeing her 
out after the lesson, Vorotov dressed and went to 
the theatre himself. He went, and fancied that 
he was going simply for change and amusement, 
and that lie was not thinking about Alice at all. 
He could not admit that a serious man, preparing 

zi ' z8 
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for a learned career, lethargic in his habits, could 
fling up his work and go to the theatre simply 
to meet there a girl he knew very little, who was 
unintelligent and utterly unintellcctuaL 

Yet for some reason his heart was beating during 
the intervals, and without realizing what he was 
dding, he raced about the corridors and foyer 
like a boy impatiently looking for someone, and 
he was disappointed when the inteival was over. 
And when he saw the familiar pink dress and the 
handsome shoulders under the tulle, his lit art 
quivered as though with a foretaste of happiness; 
he smiled joyfully, and for the first time in his 
life experienced the sensation of jealoasy. 

Alice was walking with two unattKU'tive-looking 
students and ah officer. She was laughing, talking 
loudly, and obviously flirting. Vorotov had never 
seen her like that. She was evidently happy, 
contented, w'aim, sincere. What for ? Why ? 
Perhaps because these men w’erc her friends and 
belonged to her own circle. And Vorotov felt 
tlieie was a terrible gulf between himself and that 
circle. He bowed to his teacher, but she gave him 
a chilly nod and w^alked quickly by; she evidently 
did not care for her friends to know that she had 
pupils, and that she had to give lessons to earn 
money. 

After the meeting at the theatre Vorotov realized 
that he was in love. . . . During the subsequent 
lessons he feasted hi^ eyes on his elegant teacher, 
and. without struggling with hfmsclf, gave full 
rein to his imaginations, pure and impure. Mdlle. 
Enqu£te's face did not cease to be cold; precisely 



EXPENSIVE LESSONS 275 

at eight o'clock every evening she said coldly, 
" An revoir, monsieur/' and he felt she cared 
nothing about him, and never would care any- 
thing about him, and that liis position was 
hopeless. 

Sometimes in the middle of a lesson he would 
begin dreaming, hoping, making plans. He in- 
wardly composed declarations of love, remembered 
that Frenchwomen were frivolous and easily won, 
but it was enough for him to glance at the face 
of his teacher for his ideas to be extinguished as 
a candle is blown out when you bring it into the 
wind on the verandah. Once, overcome, forgetting 
Himself as though in delirium, he could not restrain 
himself, and barred her way as she was going 
from the study into the entrj^ after the lesson, and, 
gasping for breath and stammering, began to 
declare his love ; 

“ You are dear to me ! I ... 1 love you ! 
Allow me to speak.” 

And Alice turned pale — probably from dismay, 
reflecting that after this declaration she could not 
come here again and get a rouble a le.sson. With 
a frightened look in her eyes she said in a loud 
whisper : 

" Ach, you mustn’t ! Don't speak, I entreat 
you ! You mustn't !” 

.And Vorotov did not sleep all night afterwards; 
he was tortured by shame; he blamed himself 
and thought intensely. It seemed to him that 
he had insulted the girl by his declaration, that she 
would not come to him again. 

He resolved to find out her address from the 
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address bureau in the morning, and to write her 
a letter of apology. But Alice came without a 
letter. For the first minute she felt uncomfort- 
able, then she oi)ened a book and began briskly 
and rapidly translating as usual : 

" * Oh, young gentleman, don't tear those 
Qowers in .my garden which I want to be giving 
to iny ill daughter. . . " 

She still comes to this day. Four books have 
already been translated, bul V’'orotov knows no 
French but the word ** Mdmoires,’* and when he 
is asked about his literary researches, lie waves 
his hand, and without answering turns the 
conversation to the weather. 
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A CARRIAGE with four fine sleek horses drove in 

at the big so-called Red Gate of the N 

Monastery. While it w'as still at a distance, the 
priests and monks who were standing in a group 
round the part of the hostel allotted to the gentry, 
recognized by the coachman and horses that the 
lady in the carriage was Princess Vera Gavrilovna, 
whom they knew very well. 

An old man in livery jumped ofi the box and 
hel])ed the princess to get out of the carriage. 
She raised her dark veil and moved in a leisurely 
way up to the priests to receive their blessing; 
then she nodded pleasantly to the rest of the 
monks and went into the hostel. 

‘‘Well, have you missed your princess?" she 
said to the monk who brought in her things. 
'* It’s a whole month since I’ve been to see you. 
But here I am; beliold your princess. And where 
is the Father Superior? My goodness, I am 
buriSing with impatience ! Wonderful, wonderful 
old man ! You must be proud of having such a 
Superior.” 

When the Father Superior came in, the princess 
uttered a shriek of delight, crossed her arms over 
her bosom, and went up to receive his blessing. 
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“ No, no, let me kiss your hand,'* she said, 
snatching it and eagerly kissing it three times. 
" How glad I am to see you at last, holy Father ! 
I'm sure you've forgotten your prii.cess, but my 
thoughts iiavc been in your dear monastery every 
moment. How delightful it is here ! This living 
for God far from the busy, giddy world has a 
special charm of its own, holy h'ather, wliirh I 
feel with my whole soul although I cannot ex- 
press it !" 

The princi ss's checks glowed and tears came into 
her eyes. She talked incessantly, fervently, 
while the Father Superior, a grave, plain, shy old 
man of seventy, remained mute or uttered abruj)tly, 
like a soldier nn duty, phrast s such as : 

“Certainly, Your Excellency. . . . Quite so. 
I understand." 

“ Has Your Excellency come for a long stay ?" 
he inquired. 

“ I shall stay the night here, and to-morrow 
I'm going on to Klavdia Nikolaevna's- -it's a 
long. lime since I've seen her — and the day after 
to-morrow 1 '11 come back to you and stay three or 
four days. I want to rest my soul here among 
you, iioly Father. ..." 

The princess liked being at the monastery at 

N . For the last two years it had been a 

favourite resort of hers; she used to go there almost 
every month in the summer and stay two or three 
days, even sometimes a week. The shy novices, 
the stillness, the low ceilings, the smell of cypress, 
the modest fare, the cheap curtains on the windows 
— all this touched her, softened her, and disposed 



28 i 


THE PRINCESS 

her to contemplation and good thoughts. It was 
enough for her to be half an hour in tlie hostel for 
her to feel that she, too. was timid and modest, 
and that she, too, smelt of cypre.ss-wood. The 
past retreated into the background, lost its signifi- 
cance, and the juincess began to imagine that 
in spite of her twenty-nine years sIk' w'as ven/ much 
like the old Father Superior, and that, like him, she 
was created not for wealth, not for earthly grandeur 
and love, but for a peaceful life secluded from the 
world, a life in twilight like tlie hostel. 

It happens that a ray of light gleamg in the dark 
cell of the anchorite absorbed in prayer, or a bird 
alights on the window and sings its song; the stirii 
anchorite will smile in spite of himself, and a 
gentle, sinless joy will pierce through the load of 
grief over his sins, like water flowing from under a 
stone. The princess fancied she brought from the 
outside world just such comfort as the ray of 
light or the bird. Her gay, friendly smile, her 
gentle eyes, her voice, her jests, her whole personal- 
ity in fact, her little graceful figure always dre.ssed 
in simple black, must arouse in simple, austere 
people a feeling of tenderness and joy. Everyone, 
looking at her, must think: “ God has sent us an 
angel. . . And feeling that no one could help 
thinking this, she smiled still more cordially, and 
tried to look like a bird. 

After drinking tea and resting, she went for a 
walk. The sun was already setting. From the 
monastery garden came a moist fragrance of 
freshly watered mignonette, and from the church 
floated the soft singing of men's voices, which 
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seemed very pleasant and mournful in the distance. 
It was the evening service. In the dark windows 
where the little lamps glowed gently, in the 
shadow's, in the figure of the old monk sitting at 
the church door with a collecting-bo.v, there was 
such unruffled peace that the princess felt moved 
to tears. ■ 

Outside the gate, in the walk between the wall 
and the birch-trees where there w'ere benches, it 
was quite evening. The air grew rapidly darker 
and darker. The princess went along the walk, 
sat on a seat, and sank into thought. 

She thought how good it would be to settle down 
for her whole life in this monastery where life was 
as still and unruffled as a summer evening; how 
good it would be to forget the ungrateful, dissipated 
prince; to forget her immense estates, the creditors 
who worried her every day, her misfortunes, her 
maid Dasha, who had looked at her impertinently 
that morning. It would be nice to sit here on 
the bench all her life and watch through the trunks 
of the birch-trees the evening mist gathering in 
wreaths in the valley below; the rooks flying 
home in a black cloud like a veil far, far away 
above the forest; two novices, one astride a 
piebald horse, another on foot driving out the 
horses for the night and rejoicing in their freedom, « 
playing pranks like little children; their yoiithful 
voices rang out musically in the still air, and she 
could distinguish every word. It is nice to sit and 
listen to the silence: at one moment the wind 
blows and stirs the tops of the birch-trees, then a 
frog rustles in last year's leaves, then the clock 
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on the belfry strikes the quarter. . . . One might 
sit without moving, listen and think, and think. . . . 

An old woman passed by with a wallet on her 
back. The princess thought that it would be 
nice to stop the old woman and to say something 
friendly and cordial to her. to help her. . . . 
But the old woman turned the corner without 
once looking round. 

Not long afterwards a tall man with a grey 
beard and a straw hat came along the walk. 
When he came up to the princess, he took off 
his hat and bowed. From the bald patch on his 
hea'^ and his sharp, hooked nose the princess 
recognized him as the doctor, Mihail Ivanovitch, 
who had been in her service at Dubovki. She 
remembered that someone had told her that his 
wife had died the year before, and she wanted 
to sympathize with him, to console him. 

"Doctor, I expect you don't recognize me?" 
she said with an affable smile. 

" Yes. Princess, I recognized you," said the 
doctor, taking off his hat again. 

" Oh, thank you; 1 was afraid that you, too. had 
forgotten your princess. People only remember 
their enemies, but they forget their friends. 
Have you, too, come to pray ?" 

* " I am the doctor here, and I have to spend the 
night at the monastery every Saturday." 

" Well, how are you ?" said the princess, sighing. 
" I hear that you have lost your wife. What 
a calamity !" 

" Yes, Princess, for me it is a great calamity." 

There’s nothing for it ! We must bear our 
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troubles with resignation. Not one hair of a man's 
head is lost without the Divine Will." 

" Yes, Princess." 

To the princess's friendly, gentle smile and her 
sighs the doctor responded coldly and dryly : " Yes, 
Princess.” And the expression of his face was 
cold and dry. 

* What else can I say to him ?" she wondereil. 

" How long it is since we met !" she said. " Five 
years ! How much water has ilowed under the 
bridge, how many changes in that time; it quite 
frightens one to think of it ! You know, 1 am 
married. ... I am not a countess now. but a 
princess. And by now I am separated from my 
husband too." ^ 

" Yes, 1 heard so." 

" God has sent me many trials. No doubt you 
have hearrl, too, that I am almost ruined. My 
Dubovki, Sofyino, and Kiryakovo have all been 
sold for my unhapjiy husband's debts. And I 
have only Paiaiiovo and Mihaltsevo left. It’s 
terrible t(' look back: how mimy changes and 
misfortunes of all kinds, how many mistakes !" 

" Yes, Princess, many mistakes." 

The princess was a little disconcerted. She 
knew her mistakes; they were all of such a pri\ate 
character that no one but she could think or speak« 
of them. She could not resist asking : • 

" What mistakes are you thinking about ?" 

" You referred to them, so you know them . . .” 
answered the doctor, and he smiled. " Why talk 
about them !" 

"No; tell me, doctor. 1 shall be very grateful 
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to you. And please don't stand on ceremony 
with me. I love to hear the truth." 

" I am not your judge. Princess." 

" Not my judge ! What a tone take ! 
Y«)u must know s(jnietliiiig about me. Tell me !" 

" If you really wish it, very well. Only I 
regret to say I'm not clc*ver at talking, and ]>eoplc 
can't always understand me." 

'rile doctor thought a moment and began: 

" A lot of mistakes; but the most important of 
them, in my opinion, was the general >pirit that 
prevailed on all your estates. You see. 1 don't 
know how to express myself. I mean chiefly 
the lack of love, the aversion for people that was 
felt in absolutely everything. Your whole system 
of life was built upon that aversion. Aversion 
for the human voice, for faces, for heads, steps . . . 
ill fact, for everything that makes up a human 
being. At all the doors and on the stairs tliere 
stand sleek, lude. and la/y grooms in livery to 
prevent badly dressed persons from entering the 
house; in tlu* hall there are chairs with high 
backs so that the footmen waiting there, during 
balls and receptions, may not soil the walls with 
their heads; in every room there are thick carpets 
that no human step may be heard ; eviryone who 
«omes in is infallibly warned to speak as softly 
and aS little as possible, and to say nothing that 
might have a disagreeable effect on the nerws 
or the imagination. And in your room you don't 
shake hands with anyone or ask him to sit down — 
just as you didn't shake hands with me or ask me 
to sit down. ...” 
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" By all means, if you like,*’ said the princess, 
smiling and holding out her hand. " Really, to 
be cross about such trifles . . .** 

“ But I am not cross,” laughed the doctor, but 
at once he flushed, took off his hat, and waving 
it about, began hotly: "To be candid, Tve long 
wanted an opportunity to tell you all I think. . . . 
Tliat is, 1 want to tell you that you look upon tlie 
mass of mankind from the Napoleonic standpoint 
as food for the cannon. But Napoleon had at 
least some idea ; you have nothing except aversion.” 

"1 have an aversion for i)eople ?” smiled the 
princess, shrugging her shoulders in a.stonishment. 
" I have !” 

" Yes, you ! You want facts ? By all means. 
In Mihallsevo' three former cooks of yours, who 
have gone blind in your kitchens from the heat 
of the stove, arc living upon charity. All the 
health and strength and good looks that is found 
on your hundreds of tJiousands of acres is taken 
by you and your parasites for your grooms, your 
footmen, and your coachmen. All these two- 
legged cattle are trained to hr flunkeys, overeat 
themselves, grow coarse, lose the ‘ image and like- 
ness,' in fact. . . . Young doctors, agricultural 
experts, teachers, intellectual workers gc'iierally — 
think of it ! — are torn away from their honest 
work and forced for a crust of bread to take part 
in all sorts of mummeries which make every decent 
man feel ashamed ! Some young men cannot 
be in your service for three years without becoming 
hypocrites, toadies. Micaks. ... Is that a good 
thing ? Your Polish superintendents, those abject 
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spiesp all those Kazimcrs and Kaetans, go hunting 
about on your hundreds of thousands of acres 
from morning to night, and to please you try to 
get three skins off one ox. Excuse me, 1 speak 
disconnectedly, but that doesn't matter. You 
don't look upon the simple people as human 
beings. And even the princes, counts, and bishops 
who used to come and sec you, you looked upon 
simply as decorative figures, not as living beings. 
But the worst of all, the thing that most revolts 
me. is having a fortune of over a million and doing 
nothing for other people, nothing !" 

The princess sat amazed, aghast, offended, not 
knowing what to say or how to behave. She had 
never before been spoken to in such a tone. The 
doctor s unpleasant, angry voice and his clumsy, 
faltering phrases made a harsh clattering noise 
in her ears and her head. Then she began to 
feel as though the gesticulating doctor was hitting 
her on the head with his liJit. 

“ It'.s not true !" she articulated softly, in an 
imploring voice. ** I've done a great deal of good 
for other people; you know it yourself !" 

“ Nonsense !" cried the doctor. ** Can you 
possibly go on thinking of your philanthropic work 
as something genuine and useful, and not a mere 
jnummery ? It was a farce from beginning to 
end;4t was playing at loving your neighbour, the 
most open farce which even children and stupid 
peasant women saw through ! Take for instance 
your — what was it called? — ^housc for homeless 
old women without relations, of which you made 
me something like a head doctor, and of which 
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you were the patroness. Mercy on us ! What a 
charming institution it was ! A house was built 
with parquet floors and a weathercock on the 
roof: a dozen old women wore collected from the 
villages and made to sleep under lilankcts and 
shec^ts of Dutch linen, and given toffee to eat.” 

The doctor gave a malignant ('huckle into his hat, 
a!K! went on speaking rapidly and stammering : 

” It was a farce ! The attendants kept the 
sh(‘ets and the blankets iimler lock and key, for 
fear the old women should soil them--' Let the 
old (levil’s pepper-pots sleep on the flc'or.' The 
old women did not dare to sit down on the Ixjds, 
to [)iit on their jackets, to walk over the polished 
floors. Everything was kept for show and 
liid(U*n away from the old women as though they 
were thieNes, and the (?ld women wt‘re clothed 
and fed on tlu' sly bv other people’s charity, and 
prayed to God night and day to be released from 
their prison and from the canting exhortations 
ol the sleek rascals to wiiose can* you committed 
them. And what did the managers do ? It was 
simply cliarming i About twice a week there 
wcnildi lie thirty-five thousand messengei-s to say 
tliat the princess — that is, you— were coming 
to the home next day. That meant that next 
day I had to abandon my patients, dress up and bo- 
on parade. Very good; I arrive. Tlic old wdmen, 
ill evci vthiiig clean and new, are already drawn up 
in a row, waiting. Near them struts the old 
garrison rat — the superintendent with his mawkish, 
sneaking smile. The old women yawn and ex- 
change glances, but are afraid to complain. We 
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wait. The junior steward gallops up. Half an 
hour later tlie senior steward; then the siiper- 
inleiident of the accounts' office, then another, 
and then another of them . . . they keep arriving 
endlessly. They all have mysterious, solemn 
fai'cs. We wait and wait, shift from one leg to 
another, look at the clock — all this in monumental 
silence because we all hate each other like poison. 
One hour passes, then a second, and then at last 
the carriage is seen in the distance, and . . . 
and . . 

The doctor went off into a shrill laugh and 
bruuerht «>ut in a shrill voice: 

“ You get out of the carringe, and the old hags, 
at the word of command from the old garrison 
rat, begin chanting: ‘The Glory of our J.ord in 
Zion the tongue of man cannot express. . . .' 
A pretty scene, wasn't it ?" 

The doctor went off into a bass chuckle, and 
waved his hand as though to signify that he could 
not utter another word for laughing. He laughed 
heax'ily, harshly, with clenched teetli, as ill- 
natured people laugh; and from his voice, fn)m his 
face, from his glittering, rather insolent eyes it 
could be seen that he had a profound contempt 
for the princes.s, for the home, and for the old 
^vomcn. 'riiere was nothing amusing or laughable 
in alPthat he described so clumsily and coarsely, 
but he laughed with satisfaction, even with delight. 

“ And the school ?" he went on, panting from 
laughter. " Do you remember how you wanted 
to teach peasant children yourself ? You must 
have taught them very well, for very soon the 

II IQ 
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children all ran away, so that they had to be 
thrashed and bribed to come and be taught. And 
you remember how you wanted to feed with your 
own hands the infants whose mothers were work- 
ing in the fields. You went about the village 
crying because the infants were not at your 
disposal, as the mothers would take them to the 
fields with them. Then the village fon-man 
ordered the mothers by tiuns to leave th(*ir infants 
behind for your entertainment. A strange thing ! 
They all ran away from your benevolence like 
mice from a cat ! And w^hy was it ? It’s very 
simple. Not because our people aie ignorant 
and ungrateful, as you always explained it to 
yourself, but because in all your fads, if you’ll 
excuse the word, there wasn’t a ha’p’orth of love 
and kindness ! There was nothing but the desire 
to amuse yourself with living puppets, nothing 
else.. ... A person who does not feel the dilfiT- 
ence between a human being and a lap-dog ought 
not to go in for philanthropy. I a.ssure you, 
there's a great difference between human bt'ings 
and lap-dogs !” 

The princess's heart was beating dreadfully; 
there was a thudding in her ears, and she still 
felt as though the doctor were beating her on the 
head with his hat. The doctor talked quicklyj 
excitedly, and uncouthly, stammering and g<Ssticu- 
lating unnecessarily. All she grasped was that 
she was spoken to by a coarse, ill-bred, spiteful, 
and ungrateful man; but what he w'anted of her 
and what he was talking about, she could not 
understand. 
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" Go awcay !" she sai^ in a tearful voice, putting 
up her hands to protect her head from the doctor's 
hat; ** go away !'* 

'* And how you treat your servants !" the doctor 
went on, incbgnantly. “ You treat them as the 
lowest scoundrels, and don't look upon them as 
human beings. For example, allow me to ask, 
why did you dismiss me ? For ten years I worked 
for your father and afterwards for you, honestly, 
without vacations ur holidays. I gained the love 
of all for more than seventy miles round, and 
suddi-nly one fine day I am informed tha^ I am no 
longer wanted. What for ? I’ve no idea to this 
day. I, a doctor of medicine, a gentleman by 
birth, a student of the Moscow University, father 
of a family— am siadi a petty, insignificant insect 
that you can kick me out without explaining the 
reason ! Why stand on ceremony with me ? I 
heard aftirwards that my wife went without my 
knowledge three times to intercede with you for 
ini; — you wouldn’t receive her. I am told she 
cried in your hall. And I shall never forgive her 
for it, never !” 

The doctor jiaused and clenched his teeth, 
making an intense effort to think of something 
more to say, \'ery- unpleasant and vindictive. He 
•thought of something, and his cold, frowning face 
smlcR'nly brightened. 

" Take your attitude to this monastery !" he 
said with avidity. *' You've never spared anyone, 
and the holier the place, the more chance of its 
suffering from your loving-kindness and angelic 
sweetness. Why do you come here ? What do 
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you want with the monks here, allow mo to ask 
you ? What is Hecuba to you or you to Hecuba ? 
It’s anotlier farce, another amascment for you, 
anolhiT sacrilege against human dignity, and 
nothing more. Why, you don’t believe in the 
monks' God; you’ve a (lod of your own in your 
lieart, whom you've evolved for yourself at 
spiritualist stances. You look with condescension 
Tipon the ritual of the Church; you don’t go to mass 
or vi'spers; you sleep till midday. . . . Wliy do 
you come here s' . . . You come with a (Jod of 
\'our own into a nionasti*ry yfm have noliiing to 
do with, and you imagine that the monks look 
upon it as a very great honour. To be sure they 
<lo ! You'd better ask, by tin* way, what your 
visits cost the monastery. You wen* graciously 
pleased to arrive here this i ceiling, and a nii'ssengcr 
from your estaU* arri'vd on h*n‘si*back the day 
before yesterday to waiii llu-ni of your coming. 
Tluy were the whole day yesterday getting the 
rooms ready and expecting you. This iin»rning 
your advance-guard arrived —an insolent maid, 
who keej)s running acn)ss the iMuirtvanl, rustling 
her skirts, pestering them with t|iiestions. giving 
orders. ... 1 can’t endure it ! The monks 

lia\ e bi^en on the lookout all day, for if you were 
not met with due ceremony, there would be^' 
trouble ! You’d complain to tlu* bishop ! ** The 
monks don’t like me, vour holiness; I don't know 
wliat I've done to displease them. It’s true I'm 
a great sinner, but I’m so unhappy !’ Already 
one monastery has been in hot water over you. 
The Father Superior is a busy, learned man; he 
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hasn't a free moment, and you keep sending for 
him to come to your rooms. Not a trace of respect 
for age or for rank 1 If at least you were a ])ountiful 
giver the monaMery. one wouldn't resent it so 
much, but all this lime tlie monks have not re- 
C'ived a hundred nmbles from you!” 

WJienever ptnple woriied the princess, mis- 
understood lier, or mortilied Iu.t, and when she 
did not know what t«i say or to do, she usually 
began t(» cry. And on this occasion, too, she ended 
by liiding her face in her hands and crying aloud 
in a thin treble like a child. The doctor suddenly 
stopped and looked at her. His face darkened 
and grew stern. 

“ iMiigivc me. Princess.” he said in a liollow 
voice. ■' I’ve given way to a malicious feeling 
and forgotten myself. It was not right.” 

And coughing in an embarrassed w’ay, he walked 
away (iniekly, without remembering to put his 
hat on. 

Stars were already twinkling in the sky. The 
moon must Jiave been rising on the further side of 
the monastery, for the sky was clear, soft, and 
transparent. Bats were flitting noiselessly along 
the white monastery wall. 

Tlic clock sKiwly struck three ejuarters, probably 
a quarter to nine. The princess got up and walked 
slo\tly to the gate. She felt wounded and was 
crying, and she felt that the trees and the stars 
and even the bats were pitying her, and that the 
clock struck musically only to express its sympathy 
witli her. She cried and thought how nice it 
would be to go into a monastery for the rest of 
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her life. On still summer evenings she would 
walk alone through the avenues, insulted, injured, 
misunderstood by people, and only God and the 
starry heavens would see the martyr's tears. The 
evening service was still going on in the church. 
The princess stopped and listened to the singing; 
how beautiful the singing sounded in the still 
darkness ! How sweet to weep and suffer to the 
sound of that singing ! 

Going into her rooms, she looked at her tear- 
stained face in the glass and powdered it, then she 
sat down to supper. The iiionks knew tliat she 
liked pickled sturgeon, little mushrooms, Malaga 
and plain honev-cakes that left a taste of cypress 
in. the mouth, and. every time slie came tliey gave 
her all these dishes. As she ate the mushrooms 
and drank the Malaga, the princess dreamed of 
how she would be finally rained and deserted — how 
all her stewards, bailiffs, c'lerks, and maid-servants 
for whom she had done so much, would be false 
to her, and begin to say rude things; how people 
all the world over would set upon her, speak ill 
of her, jeer at her. She would renounce her title, 
would renounce society and luxury, and would 
go into a convent without one word of reproach 
to anyone; she would pray for her enemies — and 
then they would all understand her and come to 
beg her forgiveness, but by that time it wcfuld 
be too late. . . . 

After supper she knelt down in the corner before 
the ikon and read two (diapters of the Gospel. 
Then her maid made hei bed and she got into it. 
Stretching herself under the white quilt, she heaved 
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a sweeti deep sigh, as one sighs after crying, 
closed her eyes, and began to fall asleep. 

In the morning she waked up and glanced at 
her watch. It was half -past nine. On the carpet 
near the bed was a bright, narrow streak of 
sunlight from a ray which came in at the window' 
and dimly lighted up the room. Flies were 
buzzing behind the black curtain ai tlie window'. 
“It’s early,*' thought the princess, and she closed 
her eyes. 

Stretching and lying snug in her bed, she re- 
called her meeting yesterday with the doctor and 
all the thoughts with which she had gone to sleep 
the night before; she remembered she was un- 
liappy. Then she thought of her husband living 
in Petersburg, her stewards, doctors, neighbours, 
the officials of her acquaintance ... a long 
procession of familiar masculine faces passed 
before her imagination. She smiled and thought, 
if only these people could sec into her heart and 
understand her, tliey W’ould all be at her feet. 

At a quarter past eleven she called her maid. 

“ Help me to dress, Dasha," she said languidly. 
“ But go lirst and tell them to get out the horses. 
I must set off for Klavdia Nikolaevna's." 

Going out to get -into the carriage, she blinked 
lat tlie glaring daylight and laughed with pleasure: 
it w'ife a wonderfully fine day ! As she scanned 
from her half-closed eyes the monks who had 
gathered round the steps to see her ofi, she nodded 
graciously and said : 

" Good-bye, my friends ! Till the day after 
to-morrow'." 
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It was an agreeable surprise to her that the 
doctor was with the monks by the steps. His 
face was pale and severe. 

" Princess/' he said with a guilty smile, taking 
oft his hat, “ I've been waiting here a long time 
to see you. Forgive me, for God's sake. . . . 
I was carried away yesterday by an evil, vin- 
dictive feeling, and 1 talked . . . nonsense. In 
short, I beg your pardon." 

The princess smiled graciously, and held out 
her hand for him to kiss. He kissed it, turning 

ltd. 

Trying to look like a bird, the prince.ss fluttered 
into the carriage and nodded in all directions. 
There was a gay, warm, serene feeling in her heart, 
and she felt herself that her smile was particularly 
soft and friendly. As the carriage rolled towards 
the gates, and afterwards along the dusty road 
past huts and gardens, past long trains of waggons 
and strings of pilgrims on their way to the monas- 
tery, she still screwed up her eyes and smiled 
softly- She was thinking there was no higher 
bliss than to bring warmth, light, and joy wherever 
one went, to forgive injuries, to smile graciously 
on one's enemies. The peasants she passed 
bowed to her, the carriage rustled softly, clouds 
of dust rose from under the wheels and floated 
over the golden rye, and it seemed to the princess 
that her body was swaying not on carriage 
cushions but on clouds, and that she herself was 
like a light, transparent little cloud. . . . 

" How happy 1 am !" she murmured, shutting 
her eyes. " How happy I am !" 
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The little town of B , consisting of two or 

three crooked streets, was- sound asleep. There 
was a complete stillness in the motionless air. 
Nothing could be heard but far away, outside the 
town no doubt, the barking of a dog in a thin, 
hoarse tenor. It was close upon daybreak. 

Everything had long been asleep. The only 
person not asleep was the young wife of Tcherno- 
mordik, a qualified dispenser who kept a chemist's 

shop at B- . She had gone to bed and got 

up again three times, but could not sleep, she did 
not know why. She sat at the open window in 
her nightdress and looked into the street. She 
felt bored, depressed, vexed ... so vexed that she 
felt quite inclined to cry — again she did not know 
why. There seemed to be a lump in her chest that 
kept rising into her throat. ... A few paces 
behind her Tchernomordik lay curled up close 
to the wall, snoring sweetly. A greedy flea w'as 
stabbtng the bridge of his nose, but he did not 
feel it, and was positively smiling, for he was 
dreaming that everyone in the town had a cough, 
and was buying from him the King of Denmark's 
cough-drops. He could not have been wakened 
now by pinpricks or by cannon or by caresses. 

299 
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The cliemist's shop was almost at the extreme 
end of the town, so that the chemist's wife could 
see far into the fields. She could see the eastern 
horizon growing pale by degrees, then turning 
crimson as though from a great fire. A big broad- 
faced moon peeped out unexpectedly from behind 
bushes in the distance. It was red (as a rule 
wlicn the moon emergens from behind bushes it 
appears to be blushing). 

Suddenly in the stillness of the night tlit-rc came 
the sounds of footsteps and a jingle of spurs. 
She could hear voices. 

That must be the officers going home to the 
camp from the Police Captain’s," thought the 
chemist’s wife. 

Soon afterwards two figures wearing officers' 
white tunics came into sight : one big and tall, the 
other thinner and shorter. . . . They slouched 
along by the fence, dragging one leg after the other 
and talking loudly together. As they passed 
the chemi.st’s shop, they walked more slowly 
than ever, and glanced up at the windows. 

“ It smells like a chemist's," said the thin one. 
"And so it is! Ah, I remember. . . . I came here 
last w'eek to buy some castor-oil. There’s a 
chemist here with a sour face and the jawbone 
of an ass ! Such a jawbone, my dear fellow*! 
It must have been a jawbone like that that 
Samson kiUed the Philistines with.” 

” M'yes,” said the big one in a bass voice. 
” The pharmacist is- asleep. And his wife is 
asleep too. She is a pretty woman, Obtyosov.” 

” 1 saw her. I liked her very much. . . . 
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Ti'll me. doctor, can she possibly love that jawbone 
of an ass ? Can she ?” 

" No, most likely she does not love him," sighed 
the doctor, speaking as though ho were sorry for 
the chemist. " The little woman is asleep behind 
the window, Ubtyosov, what ? Tossing with the 
lieat. her little mouth half open . . . and one 
little foot hanging out of bed. I bet that fool 
the chemist doesn’t realize wliai a lucky fellow 
he is. . . . No doubt he sees no difference 
between a woman and a bottle of carbolic !” 

" I say. doctor.” .said the officer, stopping. 
" L(‘t us go into the shop and buy sonw'thing. 
Perhaps we shall .see her.” 

“ What an idea — in the night !” 

" What of it ? They are obliged to serve one 
even at night. Mv dear fellow, let us go in !" 

" If you like. . 

The chemist's wife, hiding behind the curtain, 
heard a muffled ring. Looking round at her 
husband, who was smiling and snoring sweetly as 
before, she threw ou her tlress, slid her bare feet 
into her slippers, and ran to the shop. 

On the other side of the glass door she could 
see two shadow.s. 'Fhe chemist’s wife turned up 
the lamp and hunied to the door to open it, and 
•now she felt neither vexed nor bored nor inclined 
to c^-, though her heart was thumping. The big 
doctor and the slender Obtyosov walked in. Now 
she could get a view of them. The doctor was 
corpulent and swarthy; he wore a beard and was 
slow in his movements. At the slightest motion 
his tunic seemed as though it would crack, and 
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perspiration came on to his face. The officer was 
rosy, clean-shaven, feminine-looking, and as supple 
as an English whip. 

" What may I give you ?” asked the chemist's 
wife, holding her dress across her bosom. 

" Give us . . . er — er . . . four pennyworth of 
peppermint lozenges !*' 

Without haste the chemist's wife took down a 
jar from a shelf and began weighing out lozenges. 
The customers stared fixedly at her back; the 
doctor screwed up his eyes like a well-fed cat, 
while the lieutenant was very grave. 

“ It’s the first time I’ve seen a lady serving 
in a chemist’s shop,” observed the doctor. 

” There's nothing out of the way in it,” replied 
the chemist's wife, looking out of the corner of 
her eye at the rosy-chcckcd officer. ” My husband 
has no assistant, and 1 always help him.” 

” To be sure. . .You have a charming little 
shop ! What a number of different . . . jars ! 
And you are not afraid of moving about among the 
poisons ? Brrr !” 

The chemist's wife sealed up the parcel and 
handed it to the doctor. Obtyosov gave her the 
money. Half a minute of silence followed. . . . 
The men exchanged glances, took a step towards 
the door, then looked at one another again. c 

” Will you give me two pennyworth of sotta ?” 
said the doctor. 

Again the chemist's wife slowly and languidly 
raised her hand to the* shelf. 

” Haven't you in the shop anything . . . such 
as . . muttered Obtyosov, moving his fingers, 
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" something, so to say, allegorical . . . revivify- 
ing .. . seltzer-water, for instance ? Have you 
any seltzer-water ?” 

” Yes,” answered the chemist's wife. 

" Bravo ! You're a fairy, not a woman ! 
Get us three bottles !” 

The chemist's wife hurriedly sealed up the soda 
and vanished through the door into the darkness. 

" A peach !" said the doctor, with a wink. 
" You wouldn't find a pineapple like that in the 
island of Madeira ! Eh ? What do you. say ? 
Do you hear the snoring, though ? That’s his 
worship the ch(*mist enjoying sw^eet repose.” 

A minute later the chemist's wife came back and 
set five bottles on the counter. She had just been 
in the collar, and so was flushed and rather excited. 

” Sh-sh ! . . . quietly !” said Obtyosov w'hen, 
after uncorking the buttles, she dropped the cork- 
screw. "Don't make such a noise; you'll wake 
your husband.” 

" Well, what if I do wake him ?” 

” He is sleeping so sweetly ... he must be 
dreaming of you. ... To your health !” 

" Besides,” boomed the doctor, hiccupping after 
the seltzer- water, "hiLsbands are such a dull 
business that it would be very nice of them to be 
•always asleep. How good a drop of red wine 
would be in this water !” 

” What an idea !” laughed the chemist's wife. 

” That would be splendid. What a pity they 
don't sell spirits in chemist's shops ! Though 
you ought to sell wine as a medicine. Have you 
any vinum gallicum ruhrum ?” 



THE TALES OF TCHEHOV 


304 

" Yes.” 

” Well, then, give us some ! Bring it here, 
damn it !” 

” How much do you want ?” 

” Quantum satis. . . . Give us an ounce each 
in the water, and afterwards we'll see. . . . 
Obtyosov, what do you say? First with water 
and afterwards per se. . . 

The doctor and Obtyosov sat down to the 
counter, took off their caps, and began drinking 
the wine. 

” The wine, one must admit, is wretched stuff ! 
Vinum nastissimum ! Though in the presence 
of ... er ... it tastes like nectar. You are 
enchanting, madam ! In imagination I kiss your 
hand.” 

” I would give a great deal to do .so not in 
imagination,” said Obtyosov. ” On my honour. 
I'd give my life.” 

” That's enough,” said Madame Trhernoniordik, 
flusliing and assuming a serious expression. 

” What a flirt you are, though !” the doctor 
laughed softly, looking sMy at her from under 
his brows. ” Your e3’es seem to be tiring shot: 
piff-paff ! I congratulate you : you've conquered ! 
Wc are vanquished !” 

The chemist's wife looked at their ruddy faces, 
listened to their chatter, and soon she, too, 'grew 
quite lively. Oh, she felt so gay ! She entered 
into the conversation, she laughed, flirted, and 
even, after repeated requests from the customers, 
drank two ounces of the wine. 

"You officers ought to come in oftener from the 
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camp,” she said; '* it's awful how dreary it is here. 
I'm simply dying of it.” 

” I should think so !'' said the doctor indignantly. 
■* Such a ])ciich, a miracle of nature, thrown away 
in the wilds ! How well Griboyedov said, ‘ Into 
the wilds, to Saratov ' ! It’s time for us to be 
off, though. Delighted to have made your 
acciuaintanee . . . very, llow much do we owe 
you ?'■ 

The rluiiiist's wife raised her eyes to the ceiling 
and her lii^s inoveil for some time. 

“Twelve roubles forty-eight kopecks,” she 
said. 

Ol)iyo>ov took out *»f his pocket a fat pocket- 
bo<ik, and alter fumbling for some time among 
the notes, paid. 

” Your husband’s slej'ping sweetly . . . he must 
bo dreaming,” lie niuttereil, pressing her hand at 
parting. 

I don't like to hear silly remarks. ...” 

” What silly leinarks ? On the contrary, it's 
nut silly at all . . . even Sliakcspcare said: 
' Happy is he who in his youth is young.’ ” 

” Let go of my haml.” 

At last after much talk and after kissing the 
lady's hand at parting, the customers went out of 
the shop irresolutely, .'is though they were wonder- 
ing vhether they had not forgotten something. 

She ran quickly into the bedroom and sat down 
in the same place. She saw' the doctor and the 
officer, on coming out of the shop, w'alk lazily 
away a distance of twenty paces; then they 
stopped and began whispering together. What 

II '»0 
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about ? Her heart throbbed, there was a pulsing 
in her temples, and why she did not know. . . . 
Her heart beat violently as though those two 
wliispering outside were deciding her fate. 

Five minutes later the doctor parted from 
Obtyosov and walked on, while Obtyosov came 
hack. He walked past the shop once and a second 
time. ... He would stop near the door and then 
take a few steps again. At last the bell tinkled 
discreetly. 

“What? Who is there?** the chemist's wife 
heard her husband's voice suddenly. *‘ Tlicre’s 
a ring at the bell, and you don’t hear il,“ he said 
severely. “ Is that the way to do things ?“ 

. He got up, put on his dressing-gown, and stagger- 
ing, half asleep, flopped in his slippers to the shop. 

“ What ... is it ?“ he asked Obtyosov. 

“ Give me . . . give jiie four pennyworth of 
peppermint lozenges." 

Sniffing continually, yawning, dropping asleep 
as he moved, and knocking his knees against 
the counter, the chemist went to the shelf and 
reached down the jar. 

Two minutes later the chemist's wife saw Obtyo- 
sov go out of the shop, and, after he had gone 
some steps, she saw him throw the packet of 
peppermints on the dusty road. The doctor came^ 
from behind a comer to meet him. . . . They 
met and, gesticulating, vanished in the morning 
mist. 

^ " How unhappy I am !" said the chemist's 
mfe, looking angrily at her husband, who was 
undressing quickly to get into bed again. “ Oh, 
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how unhappy am !" she repeated, suddenly 
melting into bitter tears. " And nobody knows, 
nobody knows. ..." 

" I forgot fourpence on the counter," muttered 
the chemist, pulling the quilt over him. " Put 
it away in the till, please. . . ." 

And at once he fell asleep again. 
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